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Introducing ‘Smoking pleasure in 
THE LONDON | 


OMNIBUS 4 
:" LD imensions 





>. 


When Shillibeer’s omnibus first clattered its 
way through the city streets in 1829 the citizens of 
London realised that here indeed was a_ public 
service worth knowing and using. 

Likewise, the London Assurance offer the 
public another kind of useful service by journeying 
into print with selections from their own omnibus 
collection of insurance policies. 
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“Life” is what you make it 


What kind of Life Assurance you need depends, 
of course, on you (not forgetting your depend- 
ants). Our booklet “How to be Well Assured” 
can help you to choose the policy that suits you 
best. Would you care to read it? 


Aftermathematics 


After a fire on business premises the reckoning 
must include not only material losses but also 
reduced earning power and trading profits. An 
ordinary Fire Policy plus our loss of Profits Policy . matured leaf, flavour-fresh from the 
sums up what is needed. 


The deep satisfaction of naturally 
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vacuum tin. The long-lasting satisfaction 
Injury and Innocence of cool-smoking tobacco that burns clean and sweet to the 
However innocent of intent to injure a fellow- 
being, you may be held liable for heavy damages f ; 
quite accidentally caused to someone’s person or | six master blends, each the outcome of generations 

» Je . ae ilitw ic idec . ° : 

property. Our Personal Liability Policy provides of matchless skill. Smoking pleasure in 3 Dimensions, for 
indemnity up to £5,000 for any one accident 
which is a lot of indemnity for 10/- a year. 


last shred, leaving no wasteful dottle. And a wide choice... 


men who seek a fine tobacco at an everyday price! 


and please remember... Vacuum packed in 1 oz. 2 oz. and 4 oz. tins. 
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If you would know more about any of the REDES Original Matured Virginia, cur neces Semen Sess Mixture 
® ® : ° : ° f th ke, in broken ended from Empire-Grown 4, 
policies outlined here, if we can provide information a 4/6d. oz Virginia and Oriental leaf 4/24.02 
about any noi ned ee wel cen | BLUE 5: Original Mixture a bal- enown SB Ready-rubbed Navy Cur, 
insurance problems genera pray make w t use anced blend of Virginia and inely shredded and toasted 
” wil y : y 7 ane Oriental Tobaccos 4/6d. oz 4/l \d.oz 
of us you wish. Our address is 1, King William 


to a rich dark brown 
Street Department S.1. London, E.C.4 VELLOW 5: Straight Virginia type PURPLES? a biend of Empire-Grown 
. . wh, BS jp En .4. 


| sce gees | SESE ailide 
THE LONDON 
ASSURANCE 








TOUR SQUARE 


The least expensive of all good tobaccos 
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Rover worth goes deep 


As the years roll by and the miles mount up the Rover 
owner realizes with pleasure that he was right in choosing 
this fine car. For, in design, in construction and in finish the 
Rover is built to give many years of trouble-free life and to be 


a constant delight in handling and performance, That’s why 


there’s always a buyer waiting for a used Rover. 


Few cars offer this delightful driving aid 
Gear changing without touching the clutch 

and reduced fuel consumption-—— can be 
obtained merely by turning a knob on th 


dashboard. Fixed drive can be resumed just 


as simply. 


A ently re 


FINE CARS 


ROVER COMPANY LIMITED: SOLIHULL, BIRMINGHAM also DEVONSHIRE HOUSE - LONDON 
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Wath, The 


( rest on your laurels) 








came spud Way | 





FOR MEN AND YOUNGER MEN 


CHUPPLEE 45/- 


Brown smooth 


GAYLORD 48/- Country tan 
leather or brown suede. 
Sizes 6 to II. 


JERSEY 32/6 
Brown grained leather 
Sizes 6 to Il, 


Plantation-finished crepe rubber soles 


Nearest shop? Write Lalanks. Dept. J.5, Street, S« 





merset—ond ask for a style leaflet 
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Mappin Watches 


These exquisite watches 
prove that a lady’s watch can be a 
fine and damty piece of jewellery 
and yet have a clear, easily 
readable dial 
Jewelled Swiss lever 
movements. Just three from a 
delightful collection 


at our London Showrooms now. 


M1. ¥ct. gold ¢32. 10. 0 M2. 9ct. gold £30. 0.0 


M3. %ct. gold ¢25.0.0 


Chrome and steel £15. 15. 0 


MAPPIN AND WEBB 


LONDON SHOWROOMS, LIMITED 
$72 REGENT ST... W.t 2 QUEEN VICTORIA ST... EC.4 156-162 OXFORD ST... Wl 
SHEFFIELO SHOWROOMS. NORFOLK ST.. 

PARIG BIARRITZ BUENOS AIRES RIO OE JANEIRO JOHANNESBURG BOMBAY 


JOHN MACKINTOSH & SONS LIMITED, HALIFAX 
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** You asked for Benson & Hedges cigarettes, Sir” 








Fitting accompaniment to smoothly luxurious travel, 
Benson & Hedges Ltd. are proud to announce that 
their Super Virginia cigarettes are available on the 
world’s most famous airways, including all routes 


se BENSON«ad HEDGES Super Virginia cigarettes 


BRITISH OVERSEAS AIRWAYS 
CORPORATION, 
SCANDINAVIAN AIRLINES SYSTEM, > . . ms } 
ume Gat a are made from the finest of fine tobaccos with 
CEYLON * EL-AL ISRAEL AIRLINES, 
AUSTRALIAN NATIONAL AIRWAYS 
TRANS-AUSTRALIAN AIRLINES *. ae aC , 
het ipa apostate see unhurried, untiring care for all those occasions 
SABENA . MALAYAN AIRWAYS, 
CENTRAL AFRICAN AIRWAYS 
AER LINGUS * CYPRUS AIRWAYS 











when only the best will do. 











When only the best well do 


BY APPOINTMENT 
TOBACCONISTS TO 
THE Late KINGGEORGEVi BENSON & HEDGES bro . OLD BOND STREET LONDON 
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| You won’t catch it out! 
a cleaner | 


It’s the new Bratt Colbran “ Heaped” Fire! Rede- 
signed to burn economically for 10 to 12 hours without 
swee er. ee attention on almost any solid fuel. Redesigned to radiate 
4 iy even more heat than its famous predecessor. Redesigned 
: | so that even a handful or two of fuel makes a brave show. 
Simple and accurate control of burning rate. The grate is 
. ; supplied with a gas ignition burner, the use of which is 
-..withadust bag strongly recommended, although this feature can be omitted 
—exclusively if gas is not available. If vou already have a “ Heaped” Fire, 
Hotpoint — that your local builder can quickly convert it for over-night burning 
allows the all- by fitting the new grate (available in 16”, 18” and 21” sizes) 
important : 
suction to lift ‘ For full particulars, write to :— 
and hold all the ° ° 
heavier grit and Bratt Colbran Limited 
dirt. No matter how well a 
cleaner beats and sweeps, it will 
only disperse and not collect the 
dirt, unless an unimpeded air 


stream carrics it safely into the bag. Wl Pa. 
There are many other new features. ‘a Try this hew k] ii—_ 


10 MORTIMER STREET, LONDON, W.1. TEL. MUSEUM 9411 











It sweeps to clean by self-adjust- : 
ment; revolving brushes part the . 

pile and remove the dirt and grit of note paper ! 
from the base of the carpet. You = 

will appreciate the foot pedal 
switch, its lightness in hand, less 
frequent emptying and its hand- 
some appearance. 





Exam 

XAPWMAPEY and test 
it in your nearest shop or 
let us send you fully 
descriptive folder. 














Ask to see Mitre Club the new kind of 
notepaper. Run your finger over its satin- 
smooth surface — you can feel the difference 
right away. Write on it with any kind of pen 
—and there’s no mistaking Mitre Club. 


Please send particulars of your new MODEL 411 CLEANER It does make writing easicr. 


sr | | MITRE CLUB 


MAKES WRITING EASIER 


Available in white and an attractive new shade of blue 


------------+ 
= 
2 





ee ee ee es ss ee ee ee —— in three sizes of pads 1/-, 1/3 1/10, and in boxes of single FROM ALI 


THE HOTPOINT ELECTRIC APPLIANCE CO. and double sheets with distinctive envelopes to maich ya raeeoonag 
PETERBOROUGH, ENGLAND. 


Member of the A.E.|. group of companies 
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| o meet the challenge of \ 


this wonderful year, 

well-dressed women will make ‘ \ 

a point of having something 

really exquisite in the way of 

stockings, however hard they are to 
come by. For sheer beauty to match 

this year of elegance, what could y 


be more fitting than Aristoc? 


The Freedom Wave... 
. . . Machineless . 
Kindest to your hair 


Write or telephone for the address of your nearest Jamal Specialist 
Sales Affiliates Ltd., Boreham Wood, Herts. Tel: ELStree 1721 


oct THE ARISTOCRAT OF STOCKINGS 




















The new way to Australia 
or New Zealand: across Canada, over the Rockies, 
visiting Honolulu for a day without extra expense. 

By Canadian Pacific from Vancouver in a Super DC-6B 
to your destination across the Pacific. 


the western way 


Through bookings from London or Prestwick to Sydney £304, 
to Auckland £299. 


The Far East: regular service between Vancouver, Tokyo and Hong Kong. 


Full information from your authorised travel agent or 


TPP D HD DS 












Luxury 
Shaving 
aily 





» Trafalgar Square, W.C.2. (Whitehall 5100) 103 Leadenhall Street, E.C.3. 
(Avenue 4707) LONDON and offices throughout Britain and the Continent. 
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FINO PERLA 
SHERRY 


(PRODUCE OF SPAIN) 

















The 
te all your Shaving problems 
shaves all the time 


“l'win-Four” Viceroy is the luxurious solution | Other Viceroys are the 
“Universal” model (A.C,/ 
D.C, 90.250v.) 113/8d., the 
“A.C.” model (200-250v.) 


and the ‘“Non- 


Fast, silky-smooth 
! ‘The quietly 
powerful motor operates precision-cut multiple heads 


.» every time 


with extra wide shaving surfaces for making short (hand-operated) 


work of every beard—hard or soft. Guaranteed for | model 94/7d. All prices 

oan include P.'t. and apply in 
two years—like all Viceroy models. ‘Think of the 1K. caty You'll find 
savings you'll make on new blades! Wide voltage | Viceroy Dry Shavers at 





range (A.C./D.C, 90-250v.). Price, in superb silk | local dealers throughout the 


and velvet-lined case 151/6d. British Isles. 


VICEROY 


ROLLS RAZOR LTD., Head Office, Works, and Service Dept. : Cricklewood, London, N.W.2 
Showrooms: 193 Regent Street, London, W.1. (Callers only.) 















REGAL PO 


( PRODUCE OF PORTUGA;c ) 


| Tawny, Ruby or White 














FROM YOUR WINE MERCHANT 


| “The Best of the Bunch” 
20 © EASTCHEAP - LONDON -E.C3 
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It took 
160 years 





Watch a sand moulder at work in the iron- every detail. For seven generations such 

foundries of Newton Chambers and you | men have helped to build the Company’s 

will instantly sense the skill and experience world-wide reputation. At Newton Chambers 

of a man with a fascinating mastery over every present-day development rests on the 

his tools. The mould he fashions in sand sure foundation of 160 years ef hard-won 
will give the metal its final form, perfect in | experience. 


| Newton Chambers 


& COMPANY LIMITED, THORNCLIFFE, SHEFFIELD 






HEAVY CONSTRUCTIONAL ENGINEERING, EXCAVATORS, INDUSTRIAL AND DOMESTIC HEATING APPLIANCES, 


FUEL ECONOMISERS, IZAL AND OTHER CHEMICAL PRODUCTS. 
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CAN YOU TELL A HAYFIELD 


FROM AN OILFIELD? 


HIS HAYFIELD is an oilfield—one of those in 
pe north of England from which Anglo- 
Iranian has, since 1939, produced 700,000 
tons of good quality oil. 

Its annual yield is 55,000 tons, small 
compared with the twenty-six million tons 
that the Company draws from oilfields in the 
Middle East, but nevertheless valuable. 

The search for oil in England goes on. 
This year Anglo-Iranian’s world-wide activi- 
ties include the drilling of two new wells in 
the Midlands. 


THE BP SHIELD IS THE SYMBOL OF THE WORLD-WIDE 
ORGANISATION OF 


Anglo-Iranian Oil Company 


LIMITED 


whose products include BP SUPER — to Banish Pinking 
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Firestone 


TYRES 


are SO 
consistently good! 





















INSIST ON | Firestone LEAKPROOF TUBES|TOO! 


AVAILABLE IN CAR & MOTOR CYCLE SIZES ONLY 
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DENTURE CLEANERS 
SHOULD PENETRATE 


AVE dentures got crevices that are hard to clean? As a matter 
H of fact, they have. Crevices are too narrow to admit a tooth- 
brush bristle. Smaller ones still, that can even escape the far more 
inquisitive probe of immersion cleaning agents. 

Dent-Odol has found a key to those locked doors. Dent-Odol 
contains Empicol L. Z., a new detergent; and because Empicol 
greatly reduces the surface tension of water, Dent-Odol in solu- 
tion penetrates where otherwise it could not. Dent-Odol can 
enter—and oxygenate and clean—a crevice narrower than the 
smallest globule into which untreated water can divide itself! 

There are several practical advantages which only the ient- 
Odol formula provides. Longer activity after dissolving. Teral 
dissolving, without a wasted grain. And power to clean every 
crevice-—however small. 








DOES IT BETTER 
From your chemist 1/4: large bottle 2/24 


SV THE MAKERS OF COOL ORAL HYGIHENE PRODUCTS 


& PROOUCT OF CRANBUK LIMITED 


now! 


Who is he to interfere—the boy is keen 
on mechanical things and especially the 
Rotoscythe—the light and simple power 
mower which can be used by all the 
family. With a unique rotary scythe 
action it slices through any length of 
grass, all cuttings being vacuum collected. 
No regrinding. One year guarantee. 
Prices from £31. 
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IG GEG 
“© © > THE LONG-LASTING 
PRESS-BUTTON 
@ Contains safe and super-efficicnt 
‘Pybuthrin’, 9 times more power- FLY-KILLER 


ful than ordinary fly-sprays. 
@ Non-poisonous. Standard 6 oz. size 7/6 
®@ Non-inflammable. 


; To Dept. P.4 - Rotoscythe - Slough . Bucks. 
@ Kills all flies, wasps, mosquitoes, Large 12 oz. size 12/6 — . 


Please send me your FREE Rotoscythe Com 
pendium containing booklet Lawn Lore and 
etc. illustrated brochures 


Cooper, McDougal! & Robertson Ltd * Berkhamsted * Herts * Established 1843 














At a coronation... 


before Gillette made 


the world clean-shaven ! 


It was not for comedy that our ancestors at solemn occasions 
wore laughable arrangements of hair. When shaving was tedious and dangerous, 
to accept whiskers was the better part of valour. 
Beards indeed vanished once Gillette had made shaving easy, safe, and inexpensive 
For over half a century now millions of smoothly shaven men 
have faced the world clean and unafraid. Wherever they may be they know 
Gillette technical leadership and international! organisation ensures them standards 


that never vary — in practical terms — perfect shaves every time 


Good mornings begin with Gillette 


RS 
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NY further developments on the lines of Trueman’s 

sprained foot, Lock’s grazed finger, Hutton’s 
bruised shoulder, Hassett’s injured leg and Miller's 
strained side will lead to 
louder murmurings than 
ever, from veteran spec- 
tators, about the need for a 
doctor on the field. 


A a 


“A wide range of differ- 
ent methods of propulsion 
and guidance of guided 
missiles,” announces the 
Minister of Supply, ‘is being 
developed; and until it has 
been established by experience which is the most 
effective, it would be unwise to attempt to standardize.” 
Test selectors agree. 





a a 


News that nearly seven hundred thousand pounds 
has been spent on carpets for messes and married 
quarters has been received with satisfaction by 
advocates of rugged conditions for the Army. 


a B 


The case in which three girls admitted setting fire 
to their school after church one Sunday 
evening and causing five hundred 
pounds’ worth of damage has not, so 
far, drawn any comment from the 
Lord’s Day Observance Society. 


B B 


British visitcrs to the U.S.S.R. 
have been broadcasting their glowing 
approval of Russian achievements in 
the arts, and one speaker singled out 
for special mention the current pro- 
duction of Shaw’s Pygmalion at a 











BB 


leading Moscow theatre. He was especially impressed 
by the translator’s feat in conveying the essential 
flavour of Liza’s line: ““Ow, eez ye-ooa san, ise? Wal, 
fewd dan y’ de-ooty bawmz a mather should, eed now 
bettern to spawl a pore gel’s flahrzn ran awy athaht 
pyin.” 


a a 
Time of your Life 

“... TIME was invented “).. will depict in LIF E's 

. TIME can solve... inimitable . . . issue of LIFE 
TIME editors arrange .. . . appear in LIFE... of 
TIME is not for... TIME is course LIFE will... have in 
for you . . . you will like LIFE... LIFE can look in 
TIME .. . you will like on... LIFE can goto... 
TIME’s knack .. . you'll LIFE among its... LIFE 
like TIME’s unique will continue to... LIFE 
come alive in TIME during the course of . . . like 
TIME reports not only .. . to try LIFE .. . LIFE’s 
through TIME you'll... try unique... regular LIFE 
TIME .. . brings TIME di- readers . . . brings LIFE 
rectly to your...” directly to your...” 


Parts of letters received from the Circulation Managers of 
some American magazines or other 


a a 


Dr. Alfred Kinsey, whose well-known report on the 
American male was so enthusiastically received by the 
reading public a few years ago, has now completed his 
companion volume on the American female, and the 
manuscript is reported to be under strong police pro- 
tection at Bloomington, Indiana, It is expected that 
similar facilities will be afforded when the book reaches 
this country. 
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T is now three years, and it 
seems longer, since Korea hit 
the headlines and joined such 
unlikely-sounding spots as Eniwetok 
Kremenchug, Krivoi Rog, Dnepro 
Petrovsk, Myitkyina and EI 
Alamein in the gazetteer of Mars. 
In June 1950 Mr. Truman an- 
nounced “I have ordered United 
States sea and air forces to give the 
Korean Government troops cover 
and support,” the Security Council 
called on the United Nations to 
assist South Korea and was imme- 
diately supported by forty-three 
States, and the free world prepared 
for further horrible detonations. 
We examined newspaper maps 
of this strange, bleak Korean 
peninsula and absorbed such scraps 
of geography, history and economics 
as hard-pressed journalists were 
able to offer. South Korea, it 
appeared, had shown itself either 
unable or unwilling to curb mone- 
tary inflation. American columnists 
talked of ‘reckless bank over- 
drafts,” a persistent failure to 


collect taxes, the “underpricing of 


goods provided by American aid,” 
and deep-rooted instability. Poor 
Korea! Poor Koreans! They must 


now look back on this period of 


economic abandon as a golden age. 

We were introduced to Doctor 
or Minister or President Syngman 
Rhee. He was the head of a corrupt 
clique, «a man of markedly auto- 
cratic temperament, a “little Chiang 
Kai-Shek.” 
and respected statesman,” a “man 
of the’ people,” a “bulwark against 
Red infiltration.” 
Rhee! 


He was also ‘“‘a wise 


Poor Syngman 


His was the unhappy prologue 
to the gruesome tragedy ; and now 
as the lights go up and the curtains 
fall his is the unhappy epilogue. 
The world rejoices, the flag of UNO 
flies bravely, but Syngman Rhee is 
“intransigent.”. In the House of 
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ALL HAVE NOT THE GIFT OF 
MARTYRDOM 


Lords last week Lord Samuel was 
cheered when he said that “public 
opinion in this country will not 
tolerate the prospect of an armistice 
and a peace being spoilt by in- 
transigence on the part of the 
Government of South Korea,” and 
the American press insisted with a 
show of impatience and unanimity 
that “every precaution, however 
stern, must be taken to prevent the 
South Koreans from fighting on 
alone.” 

Military experts have pointed 
out that the South Koreans would 
be crazy to fight on, that they have 
only fourteen divisions, no tanks, no 
air force, precious little strength at 
sea and barely a week’s supply of 
ammunition and other sinews of 
war. And President Syngman Rhee, 
no doubt, reflects that this was 
roughly the position three years ago. 

Intransigent he may. be, and so 
too may be his supporters with their 
“spontaneous demonstrations,” 
their ‘‘neighbourhood associations 
on the Japanese model”’; but it is 
impossible, surely, not to sym- 
pathize with such intransigence. 
Thirteen years ago, when we had 
fewer than fourteen divisions and 
an L.D.V. force armed with broom- 
sticks, the people of Britain were 




















** Now that’s what I call an 
advertising scheme ...” 











702 


intransigent, and this was our 
finest hour. Or wasn’t.it 7 

Korea, poor Korea, has suffered 
this most terrible war not because 
her political leaders were unwilling 
three years ago to curb monetary 
inflation or to collect taxes but 
because the Kremlin selected it as a 
suitable offering in a daring gambit. 
A pawn. The gambit failed, the 
grizzly game ended in stalemate, 
and the pawn, the poor pawn, 
perished en passant. 

From the world’s, the free 
world’s, point of view the stalemate 
is, of course, a triumph. It is 
fashionable to be cynical about war 
and resistance to aggression, to 
argue afterwards that the effort and 
the bloodshed were in vain, that 
both sides have lost and nothing 
has been gained. That war aims are 
never achieved. But this time there 
is quite clearly real achievement. 
In 1950 the United Nations’ objec- 
tive (“which is not, heaven knows,” 
as one wise observer put it, “prim- 
arily to restore an unstable little 
state below the thirty-eighth parallel 
but to serve notice on the ‘Com- 
munist half’ that aggression does 
not pay”) was both limited and 
limitless. The immediate aim was a 
negotiated peace, and this, after a 
fearful and hateful campaign, is 
now within reach. The larger aim 
was the moral rearmament of the 
“great alliance,” and here there can 
be no doubt that the mission has 
succeeded. 

But remember the pawn. Presi- 
dent Syngman Rhee’s firmness, 
intransigence if you like, is a 
reflection of his people’s gallantry. 

BERNARD HOLLOWOOD 


& & 


‘AFRICANS ARE NOT MONKEYS 

MANAGER REFUTES ALLEGATION 

Mr. Leak, Manager of the U.A.C. 
Lighterage Dept., refuting the allegation 
that Mr. Gale was calling Africans 
monkeys, said, ‘It would be sheer non- 
sense on the part of any European to call 
Africans monkeys.’ 

Both the Manager and Mr. Gale 
denied the allegation as false.” 

Accra Eve n ing Ne wes 

Monkeys say anything ? 
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THEY HAVE NOT PASSED 


After three years of fighting in Korea, there are no North Korean or Chinese forces south 
of the 38th Parallel. 








LITERARY LECTURE 


i YLAN THOMAS,” _ the 
lecturer concluded, ‘‘is 
without question the—ah 

most important poet of the last 
hundred years.” He sat down pant- 
ing slightly. There was some 
desultory applause. An old lady in 
the second row slept peacefully 
through it, knitting untouched on 
her lap. 

A trolley rattled along the cor- 
ridor, “A little refreshment,” said 
the tubby Chairman. The audience 
became perceptibly more lively. 
They had had their cultural pill 
for the week, now came the 
cheering cup to wash it down. 

‘Most interesting,” said the 
Chairman to the lecturer. “Though 
of course opinions in our little study 
circle are—hee hec—strongly divided 
about Dylan Thomas, There may be 
some rather—hee hee—fierce ques- 
tions fired at you. We're keen, you 
know, some of us are very keen.” 

The lecturer tugged nervously 
at the collar of his bright orange 


shirt. About thirty people, most of 


them women. They did not look 
fierce. Yet with the trolley wheeled 
away there was an unmistakable 
eagerness about them, as though 
tea and biscuits had merely whetted 
their appetites. 


“And now,” the Chairman 
beamed, “‘question time. Don’t be 
bashful.” 

An elderly woman in a peasant 
smock, with wooden bracelets on her 
arms, said ‘Mr. Chairman, I should 
like to know if the speaker thinks 
that Dylan Thomas will last.” 

“Should have thought—made 
my opinion clear,” began the 
lecturer. 

The bracelets jangled. “But 
will he last? What I feel is that 
poetry should be simple, sensuous, 
sincere. ‘A thing of beauty is a joy 
for ever,’ but most modern poems 
are not things of beauty. How many 
poets to-day can command the 
heautiful language of...” 

“Miss Lestrade,” the Chairman 
whispered. ‘One of our keenest. 
Always warms things up a bit.” 

And she did. The room was in a 
hum of approval and indignation 
when she finished five minutes later 
by quoting “‘Tears, idle tears, I 
know not what they mean.” Only 
the old lady in the second row slept 
on, 

A shock-headed, rugged-looking 
young man wearing mauve trousers 
was almost in tears. “I think Miss 
Lestrade is quite unfair. Dylan 
Thomas is a great poet, who has 








“You and your ‘bring them the benefits of our civilization’ !” 
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been much affected by Berkeleian 
metaphysics,” 

* Fiddlesticks,” said Miss 
Lestrade. 

“Speaking as an ordinary sort 
of chap, can’t make head or tail of 
the stuff,” said a man with a pipe. 

Now the members’ were 
thoroughly warmed up. The lec- 
turer could only catch fragments of 
what they were saving, and they all 
seemed to be arguing with each 
other. 

‘A music in his language——” 

“Let’s get back to Words- 
worth——” 

‘What about Auden?” 

‘Be just the same if you read 
them backwards——-” 

“What did Edith Sitwell say?” 

“Don’t feel it’s got the intel- 
lectual content 

“What about Spender? What 
about Day Lewis?” 

“Lively, aren't they?” the 
Chairman asked with pride. He 
tapped lightly on the table. “Chair, 
please. Now, Mr. Gospan.” 

Mr. Gospan was an elegant 
young Indian who swayed back- 
wards and forwards as he talked. 
He made a brisk survey of English 
poetry in the past fifty years to show 
that it was all decadent, and ended 
by reading several pieces from 
Songs of the Lathe, by Bert Smith. 

“T’m not quite sure of the 
question,” said the lecturer. 

Mr. Gospan was on his feet again 
swaying. ‘‘The question is: Does the 
speaker wish to go forwards with 
the people or backwards with the 
reactionaries ?” 

“IT think we ought to keep 
politics out of poetry.” 

“What did he say?” asked an 
old woman with a green hat and an 
ear-trumpet. “I haven’t heard half 
you said, young man. Keep some- 
thing out of poetry, was it? There’s 
a mean, petty spirit about to-day, 
keep out here, no admittance there. 
Too many restrictions and regula- 
tions altogether. I’m against them.” 

“{ said Keep Politics Out of 
Poetry,” shouted the lecturer. It 
sounded somehow a little ridiculous, 
shouted like that. 

‘The speaker should not lose 
his temper,” reproved Mr. Gospan, 
gently swaying. 


ee 


ap 
















i 
' 
| 
' 


ee 





RTT em 








—— 














PUNCH, June 17 1953 


“Now then, Mr. Gospan, we're 
all entitled to our—hee hee— 
political opinions,” said the Chair- 
man. ‘‘ Let someone else have a turn. 
I should like to know what the 
speaker thinks about Dylan Thomas 
and the Christian ethic...” 

The Christian ethic, obscurity in 
poetry, T. S. Eliot and the object 
correlative, Gerard Manley Hopkins 
and inscape, the influence of 
nationality on poetry—the lecturer 
parried all these questions com- 
fortably. He had, indeed, heard 
them many times before. 

“Tf you can’t understand all this 
stuff,” asked the man with the pipe, 
“how can you like it ?”’ 

“A good question,” beamed the 
lecturer. Very good indeed, the kind 
of question one could take a few 
minutes about answering. He 
glanced at the difference between 
understanding and appreciation, 
quoted Coleridge, Arnold and Eliot. 
The clock hands moved mercifully 
on. The Chairman rose. 

“Time's getting on . . . sure we 
all appreciate the kindness 
modern poetry pretty vexed sub- 
ject .. . provocative . . . something 
to get our—hee hee—teeth into...” 
The Chairman’s own teeth gleamed 
falsely, china white. 

Somebody must have prodded 
the old lady in the second row. 
She woke up. “Gin traps,” she 
said loudly. “What about gin 
traps?” 

The lecturer thought desper- 
ately. He could remember only the 
Master’s lines: 

Deliver me who, timid in my tribe, 

Of love am barer than Cadaver’s trap. 
Not a reference, surely? ‘I don't 
quite understand——” he began. 

“Aren't you the Radio 
Farmer?” 

A burst of delighted iaughter 
came from the audience. “That's 
next week. Dear old Mrs. Hadderley, 
trust her to get the week wrong.” 

The lecturer gathered together 
his slim volumes. ‘Thank you 
for being such an appreciative 
audience,” he said, and to the 
Chairman, “I’ll send a note of my 
expenses.” It was time to get 
back to his semi-detached villa in 
Surbiton, time to go home. 

JuLian Symons 
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GALA 


HE odour of music, they were 

saying, is close to the odour 

of sanctity. Here in the foyer 
the odour of syringa swamped the 
odour of humanity. Jewelled ladies 
and medalled gentlemen, requested 
to be in their seats by seven-twenty, 
lingered longer, basking in the lime- 
light of the film photographers. 

“It’s so warm,” one explained. 

A well-belted earl displayed a 
swallow-tail coat with velvet facings 
borrowed from his butler. ‘So 
useful,” he said. ‘All our house- 
holds used to wear them.” 

An impresario flaunted a peach 
satin waistcoat and carried, for the 
sake of old times, an opera hat. 
The most highly-decorated was an 
American film star, blazing with 
stars and stripes: stars of orders and 
stripes of medals. 

Outside, in Covent Garden, the 
odour of spring onions mingled with 
the odour of horseflesh. A street 
had been transformed into a stable 
for the horses of the mounted police 

and also, no doubt, of those lords 
and gentlemen who had learnt to 
ride in the Coronation procession 
and, seduced by the plaudits of the 
crowd, had elected to canter to the 
opera. 
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PERFORMANCE 


Eventually the cast was 
wheedled out into the auditorium, 
and the foyer cleared for Scene 
Two, revealing a staircase banked 
with rhododendrons and Grenadier 
Guardsmen. Since the management 
had unaccountably failed to provide 
swivel-stalls, the performers craned 
jewelled necks over powdered 
shoulders, or stood with their backs 
to the orchestra, gazing upwards to 
the lit but still empty stage in the 
centre of the Grand Tier. 

Before and around it festoons of 
cottage roses, tightly packed by 
Miss Spry, wreathed gilded harvest 
festival emblems, beneath a sylvan 
bower of oak leaves painted blue 
by Mr. Messel. Besides a folio 
programme, on deckle-edge parch- 
ment, influential guests had been 
provided with a twelve-page, dupli- 
cated supplement, and could thus 
identify the cast, stacked in a series 
of straight flushes—royal, cabinet 
and diplomatic—around the circles. 


Appropriately cast, __ brilliantly 
dressed and perfectly produced, 
were ambassadors and ambas- 
sadresses, sultans and khans, a 


paramount chief and a kabaka, a 
dato and a ratnu, peers and peer- 
esses, sirs and _ ladies, 
occasional Mr, and Mrs.- 
Superintendent Jones of Bow Street 
to keep an eye on them all from seat 
D 59. A lady in the end box, eyeing 
them closely, held an instrument 
from which she broadcast or took 
oxygen, it was hard to see which. 
A huge silk parachute covered the 
dome, from which it seemed that the 
theatre would rise into the air, like 


even an 
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a precious balloon, as soon as the 
principals arrived. 

They did so, to a fanfare of 
trumpets and an orchestral render- 
ing of ‘‘God Save the Queen” fit to 
raise it to the stratosphere. Gloriana 
the Second sailed to the centre of 
her stage with smooth and glittering 
assurance, followed by her consort 
and her sister and Gloriana the 
Queen Mother, flanked by Scan- 
dinavian Olaf and Hanoverian 
The cast applauded. 
The lights went down. The first act 
was over. 


Gloucester. 


In the intervals an opera was 
performed. The trumpeters, trum- 
peting the music of Mr. Britten, 


heralded an aged,  red-wigged 
Gloriana the First. An imagined 


Devereux and Cecil disported them- 
selves for the diversion of the real 
ones, Two lords, less seemly than 
Olaf and Gloucester, brawled 
coarsely with each other, and one 
made up to Gloriana, who noisily 
rebuked him. The curtain 
down. The lights went up. 
In the next act there was eating 
and drinking—from the crush bar 
at Cabinet level to the buffets in the 
pit. Nations of all hues crushed 
together, for once United. Velvet 
ropes divided gilded sheep from 
gilded goats. Occasionally, vaulting 
over or sidling under, they would 
try to join one another; but Beef- 
eaters, armed with dis- 
them. A shipowner, 
spilling his champagne, Coronation 
cuvée, said: ‘Delicious to be 
crushed to death against diamonds!’ 
The carousing continued on the 
stage, in Mr. Piper’s lavish costumes 
to Mr. Britten’s infectious folk- 
tunes. The party, in marked 
distinction to Gloriana the Second’s, 
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grew raffish. Gloriana the First 
stole the Devereux lady’s dress and 
dolled herself up in it like the 
Widow Twankey. Then Devereux 
burst into her dressing-room (its 
design derived by Mr. Piper from a 
pew in an Oxfordshire church) and 
surprised her, wigless. That was 
the end of Devereux, but not 
unfortunately of this entertainment, 
which then ceased to be an opera 
and changed into a travesty of a 
ghost scene from Shakespeare. 
Finally, however, the curtain fell, 
the lights went up, and the side- 
show was over. Gloriana the Second 
rose to take her bow, with pointed 
dignity, and made a glorious exit 
amid the cheers of her cast. 

Then they swarmed on to her 
set, breathing the flower-laden air 
which she had breathed, treading 
the Aubusson carpets which she had 
trod, fingering the silks of her 
tented ante-room, sitting on the 
Empire throne where she had 
sat. 

Next day, the odour of syringa 
slightly staling, the People came in 
to do the same, at half-a-crown a 
time. KINROSS 


“The beautiful evening gown, 
donated by Mrs. Tommy Thomas (now 
Mrs. Dudley-Bateman) and expertly 
modelled by Mrs. I. N. Cooley, was 
bought by Mr. Prosper Liston, who 
brought a large party, the auctioneer 
being Mr. Allan Lewis ably assisted at the 
microphone by Mr. Peter Cullen. Mrs. 
Ong Huck Lim was the final bidder for 
the Road Puppy. Others helping were 
Miss Helen Lee in a white crinoline dress, 
selling flowers and the wives of the 
jockeys.”—-Penang Sunday Gazette 


Something for almost everyone, in 
fact. 


BELLE 


is is a Dame extremely Belle 
Hath me in thrall. 

I went to look for an hotel 
And found her in the hall. 

I could not see her very well; 
The night began to fall. 


She sat behind a kind of frame, 
Refulgent in the gloom, 
Like some rare creature, not quite 
tame, 
Or an exotic bloom. 
I did not like to ask her name; 
She did not have a room. 


Her eyes were wild, her eyes were 
wet, 
Her hair like asphodel ; 
Her voice, that breathed polite 
regret, 
Rang like a sweet bell. 








DAME 


I hear it now, but I forget 
The name of the hotel. 


She hardly lifted up her face; 
She gave me one cold look, 
And then, not stirring from her 
place 
Her yellow head she shook, 
And hung, with a prodigious 
grace, 
A key upon its hook. 


I did not think to stop for tea; 
I did not think at all. 
Where that arcane hotel may 
be 
I cannot quite recall, 
But it is La Belle Dame Sans 
Lit 
Hath me in thrall. 
R. P. Lister 
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Y mother wrote and said she 
was thrilled to hear I was 
going on a cruise. Mrs. 

Alcock’s daughter was only going to 
Paris and there were so many more 
places round the Mediterranean. 

She hoped, however, that I had 
chosen the boat carefully. How big 
was it? The bigger boats were best 
because they balanced better. What 
was the captain like? About how 
old was he? How much experience 
had he? How well did he know the 
Mediterranean ? 

Oh, well, she could only hope I 
would stay calm and remember that 
if I floated I had a better chance 
than if I tried to keep swimming 
and sank from exhaustion. [I just 
mustn't caper about near the rail- 
ings. The crew were bound to be 
trained in life-saving but they 
would be cross if I fell overboard 
when there was no need. 

She wasn’t going to say any 
more than that because I always 
got so irritable. I never seemed to 
realize she was only trying to save 
my life and I would certainly be the 
first to blame her if I drowned. 
My mother didn’t know how the 
Captain’s mother stood it. 

The sea air would be wonderful 
for me. I could go for walks round 
the deck and it would get rid of all 
the germs I had collected in London 
in my sun hat. The sun was strong 
in the Mediterranean and if I got 
sun-stroke my mother would never 
forgive me. 





ALL 
AT 
SEA 


We would play games, too, and 
it would be good for my muscles. 
I never used them in London except 
to scramble in and out of buses and 
cinemas; one of these days I might 
need them and then where would I 
be? It was very short-sighted of me. 
I used to be so keen on hockey, too. 

She had just found the Mediter- 
ranean in my school atlas and it had 
confirmed something she had always 
known. I had written: “I like 
George Sanders better than the 
curate” right across the page. If 
I had spent less time on such silly 
nonsense and more time trying to 
take in some of the things I was 
being taught, Mrs. Aleock wouldn't 
be able to be so smug now. 

Fancy, there were countries all 
around the Mediterranean. My 
mother had forgotten. What a 
fortunate position for Gibraltar. 
How exciting if we stopped at 
places like Algiers, but I must be 
careful in the bazaars and not let 
them sell me anything silly like a 
carpet. It was at Algiers, my 
mother thought, or Honolulu, or was 
it Bombay, that boys dived for 
money that tourists threw into the 
water. I must remember that 
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however picturesque and exciting 
this was, my money had to last the 
whole holiday. I would regret it later 
if I lost my head and threw it 
overboard. 

I must write back straight away 
and give her all the details for Mrs. 
Alcock and my aunts. 

So I did. I explained that she 
had got it quite wrong and that 
wasn't the kind of cruise I had 
meant at all. A group of us were 
going on Billy Morris's sailing boat. 
He had built it himself. 

And I don’t suppose I'll have to 
wait long for a reply. 

MarkJORIE RIDDELL 


a a 


INJURED PARTY SPIRIT 


Bas shocked at my political 


opponent. 
He’s often the most likeable of 
men; 
But, honestly—I hate to have to 
say this— 


He’s making party capital again 


Really, you know, I never heard 
such nonsense . . . 
Distortion . . . misquotation . . . 
parti pris... 
Putting words into people’s mouths. 
It’s awful. 
Why can’t he leave that sort of 
thing to me? 
W. Rocer NicHoison 


ws 
| 

















—— 











= VR. 2 


i. 


i. Wien 


Fe! 


i oa 


nse, 


ee 


elias 


| 


tig 


=e 


. . - elements.” 


709 





UAN PERON, President of 
Argentina, is a dictator who 
makes a good many mistakes. 
But given the fortunate cir- 

cumstance that there is nobody in 
sight to take his place, it is likely 
that his hold on Argentina’s seven- 
teen million people would still be as 
firm as ever were it not for one 
woeful development: a mishandling 
of the nation’s meat production so 
crass that it has led to the extra- 
ordinary humiliation of a weekly 
meatless day. This is one of those 
“impossibie’’ events—-compare a 
wineless day in France, or a bloater- 
less day in Yarmouth—which first 
stun and then enrage the citizenry 
which falls victim to the innovation. 
Argentinos lived for a century 
in an orgy of meat. Too much of it, 
some might feel—but then they 
liked it that way. The daily con- 
sumption per head for even the 
poorest person made the comparable 
United States figures look silly; and 
the gauchos out on the pampas ate 
goodness knows how many times 
their own weight of flesh a year. So 
did everyone else. A hefty carcass 
turning on the spit against the 
moment when a little group of 
house-painters, say, might feel like 











Ruler of the Roast 





knocking off for lunch, was formerly 
a commonplace in Buenos Aires. 
Visiting Englishmen, especially of 
the post-war vintage, quickly found 
themselves overcome. A succession 
of meals consisting of enormous 
“baby-beefs”, gigantic slabs of 
steak, and various other massively 
carnal offerings can banish the 


appetite and, indeed, the joy of 








“It's going to put the whole thing in its normal perspective if we 
can say it was a mistake on your part. 
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living with remarkable speed. Per- 
haps part of the trouble was that 
having produced meat in such 
quantity it was not felt necessary to 
cook it very well. For their part the 
Argentinos, while driving a series of 
none too easy bargains with the 
various British ‘‘Meat Missions” 
which made the long trek out to the 
River Plate after 1945, felt nothing 
but profound pity for the brave but 
luckless British who had to get by 
on their miserable tenpennyworth 
or whatever a week. A couple of 
years ago the Argentine press repro- 
duced a photograph of the King’s 
Birthday Parade, which showed the 
inevitable one or two fainting 
Guardsmen. This, they observed, 
is what comes of not feeding the 
British Army properly. Poor 
CGuardsmen—not enough meat pro- 
teins! Unfortunately, when not 
long afterwards Perén’s own Guards 
ittended a commemoration service 
in Buenos Aires, the proceedings 
were interrupted by a series of 
crashes as several of the meat-rich 
soldiers toppled floorwards. 

Most politicians who complain 
of an economic “vicious spiral” can 
at least blame it on circumstances 
more or less outside their control. 
No such minor relief comes 
Perén’s way. He, almost unaided, 
is the architect of Argentina’s 
vicious spiral in meat. Perhaps 
his “‘shirtless ones” could manage 
to curb their carnivorous desires 
if only there were something 
else to buy in Argentina besides 
meat. But here again the Perén 
policy has almost ruled out such 
universally desired consumer favour- 
ites as cars. Import licences are 
impossible to come by as far as the 
common man is concerned. (How 
then is it that the streets of Buenos 
Aires are crammed with the latest 
offerings from Detroit? Because the 
best reward for a deserving sup- 
porter is to dispatch him to the 
U.S.A. as head of a mission. On his 
return he is allowed to bring with 
him an assortment of motor-cars 
among his “personal effects” and 
these sell for small fortunes on the 
flourishing black market.) 

In any case there was nothing 
for it but the meatless day—Friday. 
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“7 just don’t know how they can live in this heat.” 


Nominally it is only beef that is 
banned on meatless days, and it is 
theoretically possible to get pork or 
mutton in the restaurants. But the 
pork chops and the lamb cutlets, 
normally despised, are suddenly on 
meatless days the objects of a 
bargain-counter rush. And on 
meatless days in the best of Buenos 
Aires’ restaurants—those places 
which hang upon their walls great 
photographs depicting impossibly 
fat, prize-winning steers of another 
and happier era—the waiters mutter 
apologetically the Spanish equiva- 
lent of “Sorry, sir, but that’s off.” 

Recently two British visitors, 
aware that it was a meatless day 
and resigned to missing the pork by 
arriving late, found themselves 
gazing at a restaurant menu which 
held nothing but items newly 
pencilled out. They were about to 
appeal to the head waiter for fish, 
when he gathered himself together 


and with a brave smile remarked, 
“Well, now, Sefiores, would you 
care to try one of our greatest 
meatless day delicacies, the stewed 
goat’s udder?” 

Some vigorous work by the 
police—possibly to make up for 
their noted absence the night the 
Jockey Club and the Socialist head- 
quarters building were sacked and 
burned—has apparently led to the 
arrests of those responsible for last 
month’s series of bombings. No 
bombs have exploded lately in 
Buenos Aires and that is on the 
whole just as well. The first three, 
which killed twelve people and 
wounded a hundred others, had 
the effect of rallying a.good deal of 
sympathy to his cause ; but the many 
later ones, which merely made a 
loud noise and hurt nobody, were 
tending to put him in a 
ridiculous position. He had only to 
unveil a picture at the Officers’ Club 
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or turn up in Congress to make a 
speech, for the bombinas to start 
popping on all sides like firecrackers 
at a Chinese New Year celebration. 
It was reaching the pitch where 
Peron was in danger of getting to be 
regarded as a sort of Typhoid Mary 
of the explosives world. 

As for the barbaric burning of 
the Jockey Club, along with most of 
its priceless and irreplaceable con- 
tents, merely to enable Perén to get 
even at long last with the 
“oligarchs” who formed most of the 
club’s membership and who never 
pretended great enthusiasm over 
Peronismo, one observer in Buenos 
Aires pointed out that this has a 
slightly Elian overtone. Charles 
Lamb’s famous Chinaman burned 
down his own house whenever he 
felt like roast pork. And to pay out 
the oligarchs, Perén saw fit to burn 
all the Goyas. 

Raoun Simpkins 


A. Pension 


ANY years ago I completed the libretto of a 
musical play, inspired by Boswell’s Life of 
Johnson. 1 named it “A Pension for Johnson” 

and it was my hope that Chaliapin might be induced to 
play the part of Johnson and Melba that of Fanny 
Burney. As to the music, I was advised by a very dear 
old friend, a keen pianist, that I could hardly do better 
than approach Rachmaninoff. 1 wrote letters to all 
three, enclosing copies of my libretto, and as far as I can 
remember the result was that Chaliapin, Melba and 
myself were pretty badly let down by Rachmaninoff. 
I seem to recollect a rather feeble excuse about being 
engaged on some prelude-or other, and I suppose that 
I was so discouraged by this rebuff that I had no heart 
to take the matter any farther with Chaliapin and 
Melba. At any rate, the whole affair came to nothing. 

I had quite forgotten all this until a few days ago, 
when I was told that Messrs. Rodgers and Hammerstein, 
the makers of South Pacific, are now at work upon a new 
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we're only going down the ladder.” 
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for Johnson 


musical play based on Boswell’s London Journal. It 
immediately occurred to me that this production must 
necessarily have a good deal in common with “A Pension 
for Johnson” and that much of my libretto, elaborated 
with such infinite care so many years ago, might yet 
prove useful to Messrs. Rodgers and Hammerstein. Inthe 
hope, therefore, that this may be so, I propose to say 
a word or two about my little work, and to give a few 
examples of typical numbers. 

The story of my play, very briefly indeed, is as 
follows: Johnson, Lord Chesterfield and Pope meet at 
the theatre, and Johnson throws Pope into the pit. (I 
now very well that rigid Johnsonians will have some- 
thing to say here, and more, no doubt, before I have 
finished. One need not be too meticulous in a work of 
this kind.) Chesterfield, Johnson’s creditor for ten 
pounds, resents the attack on Pope, and presses the 
lexicographer for the money. Johnson flies to the woods 
and hides there with Boswell. Chesterfield puts himself 
at the head of an unsavoury mob of literary men and 
rides in pursuit. Fanny Burney, in love with Boswell, 
throws herself at the feet of the Earl of Bute, the Prime 
Minister, and begs him to use his influence with George 
Iif to obtain for Johnson a pension of £300 a year. 
Bute agrees. The pension is granted, and Boswell and 
Johnson return to London in triumph. 

Now, a good deal of this is disposed of by means of 
a ballet on which the curtain rises, and here I must 
warn Messrs. Rodgers and Hammerstein that nothing 
but really first-rate dancing and choreography will 
suffice. The throwing of Pope into the pit is straight- 
forward enough, but immediately afterwards Chester- 
field has to execute a pas seul, in which he must convey 
to the audience the fact that Johnson owes him ten 
pounds, and it is idle to hope that the point will be 
driven home without some pretty complex gyrations. 

After the ballet, Fanny Burney and Boswell are 
left alone on the stage, and here I offer the first extract 
from my libretto—a duet entitled “Anguish and 
Agony”: 

BosweLL. 
We must part, we must part; though a lover at 
heart, 
The Boswell is first a biographer: 
Though he pine in a land that is far from the 
Strand 
He must fly with the great lexicographer! 
FANNY. 
Away, then, away; we must do what we may 
For this massive mahatma of letters; 
Let to-morrow awaken a Burney forsaken 
But never a Johnson in fetters! 
Boru. Oh— 
Anguish and agony, dire and deep; 
Boswell must sigh and Burney must weep: 
Anguish and agony, care and woe; 
Burney must stay and Boswell must go. 
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“They've 


BoswWEL. 
With the Doctor’s consent I have purchased a 
tent— 
Good Oglethorpe helped to select it 
And I clearly foresee an upbraiding for me 
If | cannot contrive to erect it. 
FANNY. 
Oh, should Chesterfield’s men come by night to 
your den, 
How shocking and painful the sight were, 
If Johnson must leap from luxurious sleep, 
And bound through the woods in his nightwear! 
Boru. Oh— 
Anguish, etc. 
BoswELL. 
I have bargained with Thrale for a barrel of 
ale, 
And although it may seem reprehensible, 
If a tent in October dispirit me sober, 
By heavens, I'll face it insensible! 
FANNY. 
Oh, alas and aleck, you will never come back 
From this dismal and desperate journey, 
And no sweet wedding bell, but eternal farewell 
Is the portion of Boswell and Burney! 
Botu. Oh— 
Anguish and agony, dire and deep; 
Boswell must sigh, and Burney must weep: 





all gone to the Business Efficiency Exhibition.” 








Anguish and agony, care and woe; 
Burney must stay, and Boswell must go! 


The curtain falls on this duet, to rise on a camp-fire 
scene. Lord Chesterfield, Pope, Walpole, and others of 
the band lounge around the fire, talking and drinking: 


CHESTERFIELD. Tether those nags, Pope. 

Pore. Right, Phil. 

CHESTERFIELD. By heavens, Walpole, this air’s like 
wine! 

WaLpeoLe. Certainly is. 

CHESTERFIELD. Nothing like a life in the open! 


A GIPSY LIFE FOR ME 

Solo. (Lord Chesterfield) 
CHESTERFIELD. 

I lay me down in the bracken brown 

And I rise with the rising sun: 

I rasp my teeth with a wisp of heath, 

For toothbrush have I none. 

My bath I take in the icy lake, 

With splutter and laughter gay-o, 

And I break my fast in the wintry blast 

With a hedgehog baked in clay-o! 


Oh 
The open road by day, my lads, 
And the camp-fire warm by night-o, 


The battle-charger’s neigh, my lads, 

And the flash of the rapier bright-o! 

Let them stay at home who fear to roam 

In the woodlands wild and free-o, 

But a gipsy life, a gipsy life, a gipsy life for me, 
yo-ho! 

A gipsy life for me! 


I pounce at dawn on the sleeping fawn, 

I strangle the drowsy bustard; 

The sauce for my fare is the sparkling air, 
And the thrill of the chase my mustard ; 
Let others eat the tasteless meat 

That bolder men have slain-o, 

I will crunch my prey in the gipsy way 
Though I dine in the pouring rain-o! 


Oh 

The open road by day, my lads, 

And the camp-fire warm by night-o! 

We'll wander while we may, my lads, 

And shun the world polite-o. 

Let the craven hug his fireside snug, 

But a vagabond I would be-o, 

And a gipsy life, a gipsy life, a gipsy life for me, 
yo-ho-0-0-0-0-0-0! 

A gipsy life for me! 


Now, this seems to me a very spirited song indeed. 
1 well remember thinking, while I was writing it, that 
it would stop the show, and I cannot help feeling that 
it might be equally effective in Messrs. Rodgers and 
Hammerstein's production. I now offer, in contrast, a 
rather pathetic little piece, sung at the beginning of the 
last act—Fanny Burney’s appeal to the Prime Minister: 


OH, HEAR ME, YOUR LORDSHIP 
(Fanny Burney, with the Earl of Bute) 
FANNY. 
Oh, hear me, your lordship, and turn not away, 
For mercy to Johnson and Boswell I pray, 
Forlorn in the perilous forest they mope, 
And all because Johnson has quarrelled with Pope. 
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3UTE. 
With a hey down, and a ho down, 
He’s quarrelled with Pope. 
FANNY. 
Vile Chesterfield rides at the head of his men 
To pluck the poor fugitives out of their den, 
And he swears that no more than three suns will 
have set 
Before he has Johnson imprisoned for debt. 
Bure. 
With a hey down, and a ho down, 
Imprisoned for debt. 
FANNY. 
Now, with money alone may this contest be won, 
And Boswell has little and Johnson has none, 
And this is the sum of the message I bring, 
That your lordship consent to petition the King. 
Bure. 
With a hey down, and a ho down, 
Petition the King. 
FANNY. 
Relicf for a Johnson would hardly be dear 
If bought for no mere than three hundred a year, 
And all may be well if you favour my plan 
For saving this truly remarkable man. 
Bure. 
With a hey down, and a ho down, 
Ill do what T can. 


FANNY. 

With a hey down, and a ho down ? 
Bure. 

With a hey down, and a ho down! 
Born. 


With a hey down, and a ho down, 


I ‘ll (hell) do what I (he) can! 


I seem to remember that I had to put up with a 
good deal of petty criticism—from Rachmaninoff, if I 
am not mistaken—about the Earl of Bute’s part in 
this song. Naturally, such an experienced statesman 
would be pretty non-committal in the first stages of an 
interview of this kind, and I think that I have managed 
to bring this out very successfully. 

Of course, these extracts represent a mere fraction 
of the whole libretto. I could go on quoting for page 
after page—quartets, trios, duets, solos, choruses— 
the bulk of which might well have been sung and 


whistled all over the country, if only Rachmaninoff 


had known on which side his bread was buttered. 
There is a magnificent bass solo for Johnson—*‘‘ Words, 


Words, Words’’—which he sings with a chorus of 


amanuenses, and a fine ‘“‘Song of the Bludgeon”’ for 
Walpole and Pope. 

However, I hope that what I have offered may be 
of some little assistance in the creation of this new work, 


and if I can give any further help at all, in the shape of 


other items, or little hints and cips (the rhymes for 
“Boswell” and “Johnson” are pretty hopeless, by the 
way—‘‘was well” and “gone, son,” for example), I 
shall be only too delighted to do what I can. 

T. S. Warr 
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Queens’ 






W Q' /EENS’ ships 
pLID,)) ehipe ... 




















Gloriana’s mariners 
Putting forth to sea 

Afire to beard the Spaniard 
Wherever he might be... 


Hanging on the Plate fleets’ 
flanks 
Like hounds upon the deer, 
Roving, raiding, voyaging 
Year on weary year... 


Leaking, reeking, nail-sick, 
Rolling home again 

With their scurvy-rotten seamen 
And the plunder of the Main. 


Queens’ ships—-Queens’ ships... 
Stately first-rates 
Of Good Queen Anne's day, 
Plunging deep their gilded bows 
In the trampled spray 


With their fighting ships’ com- 
panies 
That well the Frenchmen knew 
And their brave bewigged 
Admirals 
Of the White, Red and Blue 


Rooke that gained Gibraltar, 
And valiant Leake also, 
Myngs, and stout old Shovell, 
And honest Benbow . . 


* 

PS, 
# 2 ea 
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Queens’ ships—Queens’ ships... 

Little ships and great ships, 
The seven seas over, 

Keeping up the long patrol 
From Davis Strait to Dover 


(Franklin in the Arctic, 
Gunboats at Rangoon 

Calliope at Apia 
Fighting the typhoon) 


Cruising, sounding, searching, 
Keeping clear the seas, 
Through the little wars of 
Britain 
And the piping times of 
peace oe 


Queens’ ships Queens’ ships... 
Great ships, small ships, 

From the wide seas beckoned 
Gather to salute 

Elizabeth the Second... 





Ships pass, men pass, 

The old ways grow strange, 
All but the old faith 

That knows not any change 


The old love that alters not 
Through all the years between 
Valiant Tudor cockleshell 
And sleek grey submarine .. . 
Love and faith to England 
And to England’s Queen! 
C. Fox Smrru 
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Notes for a Serious Weekly 


A Case for Vigilance 
HE news, recently released, that an investigation 


is to be set on foot into the blood pressure of 


giraffes comes none too soon. Biological research 
has many triumphs to its credit, and Britain in particu- 
lar may well be proud of the work that her scientists 
have done in this field—not least in tracing the 
incidence of the hermaphrodite threadworm in frogs. 
But the giraffe, for some unaccountable reason, has 
been sadly neglected. 

The arteries of these creatures are narrower than is 
generally realized (one authority has described them 
as ‘‘hairlike’’), and it is estimated that to pump blood 
through them from the heart to the brain, a vertical 
distance of anything up to fourteen feet, calls for a 
pressure three times that normal in man. Why then, 
the layman is entitled to ask, is the giraffe free from 
the characteristic stigmata—the laboured breathing, 
the ruddy or purplish complexion, the liability to 
sudden fits of rage—of the human arteriosclerotic ? 
Here is one problem for urgent investigation, the 
solution of which may well be fraught with incalculable 
consequences for the future welfare not merely of 






























































—vVavin 


Yer 


“Killin’ the trade, with their free admissions . . .” 


giraffes but of mankind as a whole. Another, of 
scarcely less moment, concerns the phenomenon known 
to high-speed pilots as “blacking-out.” Biologists are 
hopeful that their experiments will shed fresh light on 
this distressing and little understood disorder. 

With those experiments and their avowed objects 
men of sense and moderation will not, in principle, 
quarrel. Adequate safeguards there must, however, 
most certainly be. In no circumstances would it be 
morally justifiable to submit giraffes to the ordeal of a 
vertical bank. The end, however praiseworthy, cannot 
justify the means. Equally repugnant to the British 
public would be any attempt to lengthen the necks, 
even in the interests of their own safety, of our fighter 
pilots. There is a need here for close, in certain circum- 
stances perhaps even Governmental, control. 


Fleeced for France 

Not the least satisfactory feature of the affair of 
Baron Sciponi de Roure, whose asbestos vest has lately 
become the talk of Paris, is the revival of French 
patriotism. This gentleman, whose misfortunes have 
been aired in the French courts with a Gallic freedom 
and espiéeglerie that strike strangely on British ears, 
allowed himself to be swindled out of a matter of 
£100,000 by three men posing as agents of the French 
counter-espionage service. It is a large sum; but the 
victim, assured that the expenditure was necessary in 
order to secure for his country a flask of uranium, did 
not hesitate. Nor was he less ready to hand over his 
wife’s diamond necklace, valued at £30,000, “to 
redeem the stolen secret plans cf France's jet fighter 
plane, the Mystére.” That the flask in fact contained 
sand, and that the plans were never stolen, is neither 
here nor there. Gullible the Baron may have been; he 
ought perhaps to have asked himself whether uranium 
is normally bought and sold by the flask; he should 
certainly have inquired more closely into the cre- 
dentials of ‘‘General Combaluzier,” who took a promi- 
nent part in these transactions. But what he did, he 
did for France. From first to last he acted from the 
highest motives, and both he and his Baroness—who, 
wittingly or unwittingly, risked her necklace for 
her country—deserve the grateful thanks of their 
compatriots. 

Less estimable, but hardly less significant to those 
who look eagerly for the day when France will once 
again take her true place in the comity of nations, is 
the patient ingenuity and resource displayed by the 
conspirators. The purchase of an asbestos vest, to 
protect their victim against radiations from the uranium 
flask, is typical of their thoroughness. France will be 
glad of men like these in three to four years’ time, 
or—in the case of the third man—eighteen months. 


The Hazebrouck Scandal 
If the Parisian police deserve congratulations for 
the breaking-up and dispersal, within two vears, of the 
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“By the way, this isn’t the first complaint we've had about your dog.” 


so-called “uranium gang,” it is impossible to compli- 
ment their provincial colleagues at Hazebrouck, where 
the systematic siphoning of alcohol from a distiilery, 
continued for some seventeen years, has just been 
brought to light. It is true that the impact of the 
Second World War may to some extent have impeded 
the local police in their investigations, but no false 
delicacy about criticizing the internal affairs of another 
country can ke allowed to stifle the conviction that 
seventeen years is too long. There is surely a need here 
for a thorough, not to say drastic, overhaul of the 
machinery of justice. 

More pertinently, it may be asked whether pre- 
cautions against similar leakages from our own dis- 
tilleries are sufficiently water-tight. Tunnels can as 
easily be built in Scotland as in Hazebrouck, and in the 
present state of feeling north of the Border an attempt 
might well be made, whether from misguided “‘ nation- 
alist” or other motives, to tap the great maturing vats. 
A widespread campaign of “siphoning-off” would, 
if prolonged undetected over a number of years, 
represent a serious loss of revenue and, what is worse, 
of dollars. If the authorities have not given their 
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attention to this matter, they would be well advised 
to do so without delay. 


Pictures in the Sea 

The Admiralty have revealed, not before it was 
time, some details of the underwater television equip- 
ment developed for oceanographic research. Further 
study will be necessary before an adequate appraisal 
can be made, but it is hoped to include a note of 
warning, together with several paragraphs of gratuitous 
advice, in a forthcoming issue. H. F. Exits 


a a 
SECRECY OF THE BALLOT 


The encouraging news that eighty per cent of the Viet- 
Minh electorate went to the polls in January has not yet 
been followed by the announcement of any results. 


ONE vote, one value, we may note, 
Is now the rule of Viet-Minh, 
For everybody gets a vote 
And nobody at all gets in. 
CHRISTOPHER HOLLIS 
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/t 1s reported that a group of Yogis plan to climb 
clothes, food, tents or oxygen. 


Everest without 
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E are often asked why we buy so many 

Sunday newspapers, all giving the same news. 

But do they’ Read these charmingly varied 
accounts of one smali episode: 

‘**Pinza’s owner, Sir Victor Sassoon, almost shouted 
his congratulations: ‘Gordon, at last!’ And Gordon 
grinned back: ‘At last, Sir Victor.’ ” 

“T thought Gordon looked a little grim as he rode 
back. Here was no victor’s grin of triumph.” 

“Yesterday at Epsom was the first time ever I 
have seen him smile after winning a race.” 

““He vanished into the dressing room, still expres- 
sionless, nodding curt acknowledgments . . .” 

“Gordon was sitting up and smiling... Pieture 
top left... Sir Victor Sassoon ... the look of delight 
on his face as he smiles his joy up to Gordon .. .” 

“As Gordon unsaddled he looked glum and serious 

Even Sir Victor Sassoon looked uneasy and em- 
barrassed ... The two men shook hands . . . but never 
spoke a word.” 

How dull it must be, you one-paper fellows, to see 
but a single facet of the truth! To us the demeanour 
of Sir Victor and ‘Sir’? Gordon (to use the fashion- 
able compromise) on that great occasion will always 
remain a delightful mystery. 

A daily paper, by the way, completed the picture: 

“The champion came back almost in tears ‘with 
the thrill of it all.’” 

Then, as we wander through our Sunday sheets, we 
are always coming upon sentences which shine like 
pearls in a dull oyster: 

*Ineidentally, no women are allowed inside the 
monastery.” 

Why “incidentally”? we wonder, and pass on 
happily to another gem: 

“At first camera-minded, their interests soon 
turned to electricity.” 


a 


YOGIS ON EVEREST 


E are three spiritual peers, Clear - headed 


SUNDAY FUN 


Our sports-writer brothers always give us pleasure. 
Knowing how difficult the craft of metaphor is we 
sympathize with their efforts to say old things in a 
new way. But can it be that they sometimes overdo it ! 

“ Bedser, of course, is the spearhead and main prop 
of our bowling.” 

“Spearhead” excites us, but the addition of 
“main prop” spoils the effect. We seem to see an old 
battering-ram supporting a wall or roof. 

We have complained before about the “skittles” 
metaphor in cricket reports. In vain, it appears. For 
our revered new knight, the great Hobbs himself, 
writes: 


“T saw the Australians play a game against Surrey 
which was almost skittles.” 


In what way, Sir John? No slight is intended, we 
are sure, on the ancient, athletic and difficult game of 
skittles. But the object of the skittles-player is to 
knock all the nine pins down with a single throw. This 
is often done: and it is a glorious thing to see and do. 
A player who knocked all the nine pins down with 
nine throws, however rapidly, would be considered a 
bad performer—indeed, by the rules he can throw only 
five times. Unless, then, some Australian got nine 
Surrey men out with a single ball, what happened at 
the Oval had not the smallest resemblance to skittles: 
and we hope, once more, that this moth-eaten and 
inaccurate metaphor will be forbidden by all decent 
editors. If all you wish to record, brothers, is that 
Surrey’s batsmen were rapidly dismissed, why not say 
that they were scythed, that they fell like coconuts 
or popped balloons? Surrey BaLLoon-Porrep would 
make a lovely heading. a. Pak. 


a 


Kalu’s subjective inward glow 
Provides the heating for the team ; 
He can walk bare through falling 


on precipitous snow 


Unfleshly flesh, unearthly brinks Wrapped in a hissing cloud of 
earth, Is Kalu: every hour or so steam. 
The product of four thousand He stands upon his head and 
years thinks, His levitatory powers must 


Of keen competitive re-birth. 
We go to climb Mount Everest, 
As others did the other day, 


And we are tempered to the 


More spiritually than they: paint. 


And is immune from vertigo. 


However thin the atmosphere, 
Bihari Lal will never faint. 
We buried him for weeks last year We are not eager to attain 
test And dug him up as fresh as 


Be reckoned second-rate; but we 
Produce between us static thrust 
Snough to levitate the three. 


Wealth or repute. To mortify 
Our souls we think sufficient gain, 
KAlu, Bihari Lal and I. 





We do not carry tins and tents, 


The gear that girds the lesser 


fry ; 
We skip like naked innocents, 
Kalu, Bihari Lal and I. 


Myself, 1 am impermeable, 
And barefoot brave the sharpest 
serees. 
At home I relish to the full 
A cosy on chevaux-de-frise, 
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Humble in spirit, mild, content 
Tohave the psychic strength of ten, 
We'll show the upstart Occident 
How much we are the better men. 
P.M. Hupparp 


SEE that the Chairman of my 
favourite daily, in his annual 
report to shareholders (‘Cecil 
H, 
ests of Britain’s leading newspaper 
Daily Mirror), is hot 
and strong for sponsored television 
and 


King reviews world-wide inter- 
enterprise ” 
intends to sponsor some as 
soon as may be, being “in active 
communication with various people 
who may participate with us in this 
new development.” I don’t know 
whether include 
talented script-writers; if not, I 


these 


people 


should like to say that my services 










TODDLER FALLS 
40 ft., LIVES 


Derek (5) Heard “Bang” 


SOME ENCHANTED EVENING 


robbed of breakfast-time enjoyment 
if the front page headlines had been 
thrown their TV the 


r 


on screens 












YARD MUDDLE 
OVER SPINNEY 
RIDDLE? 


Police Will Dig Today 














i 


in that direction are disengaged at 
present. As a matter of fact, things 
have been coming into my mind ever 
since I read Mr. King’s words, and 
although policy formulation would 
not be my responsibility I am sure 
that a few respectful tips will not 
come amiss. 


r 





To begin with, it is 










NORWAY’S 


““ PRETTIEST 
CHIN ”’ 











Ma 


obvious 





that programme 
advertising the Daily Mirror must 
aim to give viewers some idea of the 


anny 


morning treat enjoyed by regular 
readers, yet must largely avoid any 
literal presentation of the paper's 
Millions 


be 


would 


attractions. 











i 


evening before. 





Also, many of the 
ventilated in the famous 
correspondence columns would not 
translate satisfactorily into real 
entertainment for the peak viewing 
hours. 


topics 











Letter from Young Gent 
IN LONDON 


My father eats very fast 
indeed and makes a terrible 
noise while eating. Could you 
suggest a way of stopping 
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It seemed to Kane as he 
rushed to the farmhouse door 
that the little spaceman had 
got until he 


away saw a 


scuffle in the garden... 











although there 
difficulties to overcome, the Mirror 
is lucky in having so many bright 
ideas ready to hand, so to speak, 
especially the beloved “strips” 
which I will come to later, 
fine title made _ to 
measure in ‘Forward With the 
People.” (Only think what a job 
script-writers will have The 
Times programme, trying to inter- 
est viewers in Two Hundred Years 
of Change and Expansion at the 
British Museum!) Also, there is the 
splendid Saturday children’s corner 
simply crammed with items crying 
out for elaboration into Vision 
features. The kiddies, after all, 
are the readers of the future, and 
even if they can't read they will 
want plenty of wholesome pictures 
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However, are 


and a 
theme-song 


on 








‘ 


to look at, so that it is the Mirror’s 
duty to the nation, as well as its 





shareholders, to win their allegiance 
through the novel medium of 
commercial TV. 

Hitting on a successful formula, 
as Mr. King will realize, is not going 
to be easy. There must be a certain 
amount of trial and error. We could, 













Pictured here is a section 
of the crowd, mostly house- 
wives hoping for a glimpse 
of Chibbings after his 


ordeal in the dock. 


of course, 











devote the programme 
time to clean, bright entertainment 
not directly connected with editorial 
the paper, with the 
“commercial” repeated briefly at 
intervals. As a suggestion, a 
dramatized excerpt from a_ well- 


contents of 


known footballer’s private life, and 
then have the ‘“‘star”’ himself come 
before the cameras for the “plug” 
line: ““While other papers dribble 
the Daily Mirror shoots.” 
of that kind. It 


ies 


““VICAR'S NECK 
FILTHY " CHARGE 


Alderman Pleads Mistaken Identity 


Some- 


thing must be 
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realized, of course, that at present 
I am really only thinking aloud, 
and could no doubt work up some- 
thing better, given the time, and the 
money. 

On the whole, I incline to the 
view that our “strips” will be 
among our most precious Vision 
assets. It seems to me that if an 
actor could be found with the right 
sort of shoulder-muscles we might 
well sweep viewers right off their 
feet with, say— 


THE GARTH SHOW! 
GARTH is discovered, singing. 
Behind, dancing in soft shoe, 
tucGLes, Buck Ryan, THE 
FLUTTERS, Mr. DIGWELL, 
BELINDA and (of course) JANE. 
GARTH: 
Forward! (Pom) With the people! 
Our motto bright and gay; 
Forward! (Pom) With the People! 
That is what our Readers say. 
JANE: 
Tell me, do, which suits me better, 
Dirnd! blouse or knitted sweater / 
ALL: 
Forward! (Pom). With the People! 
In the Mirror every day! 


Camera tracks to Gartu and JANE 
(two-shot) 

GARTH: I’ve been watching that boy 
stuck in the fence. 

Jane (gaily): He is O.K. Boy 
Trapped by Railings Jests During 
tescue Bid. I made this pencil- 
slim skirt for only five shillings. 

GartTH: When Dad comes home and 
finds no supper there are ructions 
at home, writes ‘‘ Muffet”, The 
Manse, Horncastle. 

JANE: Do not be common, Garth. 
My friend says there are special 
forks for pickles but I think she 
is teasing me. I remove horrid 
wrinkles by rubbing my elbows 
with peat. 

GartH (heavily): Arrow shows 
where twins struck pavement. 
JANE: You are too morbid. Are tall 
girls jealous! To-night I 

find Romance. 

GartTH: Scientist Warns, Earthslip 
Could Engulf London. 

JANE: Don’t be sarcastic. Ears need 
not be ugly if you—Oh! 
and hides face). 

They both fall forty feet, at 
least. But you get the general idea. 
J. B. Boornroyp 


may 


(screams 


A MAN ABOUT 
THE KITCHEN 


OW cute is our kitchen! 
How neat each appliance! 

How gleamingly rich in 

The marvels of science! 
How splendidly sited 

Our eye-level oven! 
How easily lighted 

By my ever-loving! 
How fit for its function 

Our sink! And how urgent 
And active the unction 

Of this new detergent! 
How tightly entangled 

Our washing-machine is 
With other new-fangled 

Ancillary genies! 


How odd—since our kitchen’s 
So up-to-the-minute 

We still seem to spend an 
Eternity in it! 


XODNEY Hopson 








Tuesday, June 9 

Walking to the House through 
still gaily decorated for 
the Coronaticn 
Members of both 
Houses seemed to 
take into the Palace of Westminster 
with them something of the joyous- 


streets 


Hfouse of Commons: 
Good News from 
Korea 


ness of that occasion. The Members 
of the Commons 
inclined to 


were certainly 


cheer anything and 
anybody who seemed to offer an 
excuse, and Sir Davip Eccues, the 
Minister of Works, gained a perfect 
tornado of applause on rising for 
the first K.C.V.0.—his 
reward for his part in the decoration 
of London's 


time as a 


streets and other 
Coronation services. 

When Sir Winston CHURCHILL 
(in frock coat) arrived soon after- 
wards he got a full-throated cheer, 
too. For it was known that he bore 
good news from Korea, about the 
agreement the 
vexed 


just reached on 
question of the 


prisoners of war, which meant (as 


i) 


fate of 


he put it) that “nothing ought now 
to stand in the way of an armistice.” 

The agreement that no 
prisoner of war would be repatriated 
against his will. He 
ascribed this good 


was 


modestly 
result to the 
guidance of President 
Kisenhower’’—but Mr. ArrTHUR 
HENDERSON (with equally 
acteristic generosity) later  con- 
gratulated Sir Winston on_ the 
achievement of a 


* decisive 


char- 


considerable 
victory, without which no settle- 
ment would have been possible. 
What happens next ? ‘Well, it 
would be unwise to that 
many difficulties wili not lie ahead, 
but this agreement is a definite 
advance to the goal we all seek.” 
What of the attitude of President 
Rhee, of South Korea ? 
“T expect it will work out all right 
in the end.” 
The course we 
Sir WINsToNn 


assume 


Syngman 


were following. 
said, 


fences, and it was best to jump 


them one at atime. With a grace- 


... The course we were following had a lot of fences 


and he thought it was better to jump them one at a time.” 
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had a lot of 
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ful bow in acknowledgment of the 
bouquets flying thick and 
fast through the air towards the 
Bench, the Premier 

calmly ignoring the rigid rule against 


how 
Treasury 


the use of names on the Floor—in- 
vited the House to ‘“‘remember the 
part Mr. Epen had played in the 
events which had had so happy a 
conclusion. 

Sir Davip announced 
that he would consider keeping the 
little 
longer than had been proposed, as 


ECCLES 


Coronation decorations up a 
them, 
weather permitting. He was reluct- 
ant to be persuaded that monthly 
concerts in 


so many wanted to see 


Westminster 
Hall would be a good idea, in spite 


historic 


of the almost tearful plea of Sir 
Ricuarp AcLAND that the people 
would “gain great spiritual refresh- 
ment from concerts on the first 
Monday of month.” 

Sir Epwarp Keecine clearly 
had many Members agreeing with 


each 


him when he pleaded for Govern- 
ment action to prevent the building 
of a “fourteen-storey, 170-feet office 
block in the City of London, near 
St. Paul’s Cathedral.” but Mr. 
HaroLtp MaAcMILLAN, as Minister of 
Housing and Local Government, 
took the somewhat novel view that 
‘it was not his duty to go about 


stopping people from doing things.” 


Wednesday, June 10 

Mr. Tom Drisera told the sad 
story of his attempts to get a 

private-notice 
asked 
about the fate of 
Mr. Cepric BEL- 
FRAGE, a British subject in process 
of expulsion from the United States. 
It appeared that he had sought 
vesterday to get Mr. Speaker's 
permission to table the question, 
told by Sir Ra.pu 
VeRNEY, the Speaker’s Secretary, 
that his chief was at St. Paul’s for 


House of Lords: 
Home-Grown Food 

House of Commons: 
Finance Bill 


question 


only to be 
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the Coronation thanksgiving service 
and so could not give leave. So 
Mr. DriBere put his application off, 
only to find that permission was 
refused to-day, on the ground that 
some other Member already had a 
question on the Order-paper on the 
same subject. 

Mr. Speaker was sympathetic, 
blaming a “concatenation of un- 
fortunate circumstances,” and add- 
ing that ‘the lesson seemed to be 
not to go to church in the mornings.” 
















































Mr. MAcMiLian: “Z/t’s not my 
duty to go about stopping people doing 
things.” 

























The hoodoo which pursues 
Opposition witch-hunts had another 
outing this afternoon. The Colonial 
Secretary was asked to state the 
reasons which led him to permit 
Lord Rerru, as paid Chairman of 
i the Colonial Development Corpora- 
tion, to undertake other business 
\ activities. Mr. Lytre.ron replied 
‘ that he had felt it a good idea and 
added that the noble Lord was now 
to take a salary of £3,500 a year 
instead of £5,000. 

Then, gently and quietly, a 
Tory asked whether the previous 
holder of the office, under the 
previous Government, had not also 
held several directorships, and the 
Minister, with an air of innocence 
lightly mingled with surprise, 
replied that that was so—he 
understcod, 





Then the House turned to the 
Finance Bill, in Committee, a dis- 
cussion which attracted the atten- 
tion of fully five per cent of the 
House’s membership. 

Their Lordships, at the behest 
of Lord Trvior (who is reputed to 
carry his own bread around with 
him whenever he leaves home) and 
Lord HANKEY, were talking about 
home food production and the use 
of agene in bread. The first they 
approved, the second they dis- 
approved, on the whole. 

Mr. Bevan brightened things 
in the Commons, in the early 
morning, by calling Mr. Haro.p 
MACMILLAN a “cad.” He was 
offended because Mr. MACMILLAN 
had said he was “fighting for his 
life’ before the Labour Party 
Executive. In the end and after 
much shouting, everybody apolog- 
ized to everybody else—reluctantly 
—and all was well. 


Thursday, June 11 
To-day’s debate on the Finance 
Bill was so similar to those which 
have gone before 

House of Commons: that it could well 

(Recorded Repeat) have been taken 
as one of those “recorded repeats” 
with which the B.B.C. has made us 
familiar. There was ample seating 
accommodation available. 

Before this, there was a long 
wrangle over a statement by Mr. 
LYTTELTON on the situation in 
Kenya. Many Members of the 
Opposition, including Mr. Morrt- 
son, were clearly apprehensive lest 
the statement should prejudice the 
appeal to a supreme court of one 
of the Kenya leaders, but Mr. 
Speaker was able—not without 
difficulty—to reassure them. Sir 
Winston, and oh! so many 
others, took part in the battle, 
though, before Mr. Speaker firmly 
ended it. 


Friday, June 12 
A number of Private Members’ 
Bills which had survived the hazards 
of second reeding 
and committee, 
tried their luck 
in report and third reading stages. 
It was an extremely mixed field. 
Guy EpDEN 


House of Commons: 
Last Hurdles Faced 
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Sirk Davin Eccies: “ .. . stan- 
dards in the Mall and the poles in 
Hyde Park will be the last to go.” 





| BOOKING OFFICE 





Speed’s Mappes 


John Speed's England: A Fascimile 
of the First Edition of 1610. Vol. I: 
Western and South-Western Counties 
Vol. Il: Eastern and Home Counties 
Phanix House, £4 108. each 

HESE two volumes of early 

maps of the English counties 

done in facsimile are such a 
grand conception and so beautifully 
reproduced that it is 

hard to speak of them 

with moderation. John 

Speed (1552-1629), well 

known in his own day as 

an historian and gene- 

alogist, is now chiefly 

remembered, if not as 

the first atlas-maker of 

Kngland and Wales, at 

least as the one who pro- 

duced at an early date, 

in his Theatre of the Empire of Great 

Britaine, the most popular and 

intelligent work of this kind. He 

was also the first to 
marked out in their old 
divisions of “hundreds.” In spite 
of the many editions of Speed's 
volume, copies have become in- 


show the 
counties 


creasingly rare because plates are 
removed and framed—not surpris- 
ing when the extraordinarily decora- 
tive quality of Speed’s maps is ex- 
amined. This lack is now made good. 

The publishers rightly em- 
phasize that these maps are not 
some highly specialized production 
for expert geographers or pedantic 
research students. They are some- 
thing to be enjoyed by everyone 
who is interested in the English 
scene, and who possesses some sense 
of its wonderful past. The little 
pictures of battles, palaces, cathe- 
drals, famous monuments, or coats 
of arms are worked into the general 
design of the maps with immense 
skill, and for each county there is a 
page of description of its history 
and characteristics, together with a 
gazetteer of the places. 


The first volume contains Hamp- 
shire, the Isle of Wight, Dorset, 
Devon, Cornwall, Somerset, Wiltshire, 
Herefordshire and 
Monmouthshire; the second volume, 
Kent, Sussex, Surrey, Berkshire, 
Middlesex, Essex, Suffolk, Norfolk, 
Hertfordshire and Buckinghamshire. 
The rest of England is billed to 
appear in two more volumes next 
year. Mr. John Arlott has admirably 
edited the whole production. 

The maps them- 
selves are scarcely to be 
described, because their 
charm lies in their colour 
and design, but a word 


Gloucestershire, 


them individually. 
Hampshire shows a 
small hunting scene in 
progress in the New 
Forest, and, elsewhere, 
the Empress Maud being 
carried in a_ horse-litter from 
Winchester to Ludgershall. Off the 
Isle of Wight (or “ Wight Island”’) 


sea monsters rise from the waves, 








as they do also on the coasts of 


Dorset and Devon. Mr. 


Arlott 


thinks the map of Cornwall one of 


the least successful, because the 
pictures of the ancient stones, the 
Hurlers and the 

“weaken the design.” 
myself in disagreement. 
pictures of the 


Cheesewring 

Here IT find 
The 
stones, and the 
mysterious inscription, seem to me 
to make a striking and surrealist 
effect against the deep blue of 
the sea and the “prospect” of the 
town of Launceston, showing how 
Speed can suddenly vary his style 
with complete success. The fact 
that Cornwall is a peninsula surely 
justifies the hard line of termination 
on the east. 

Wiltshire has a delightful picture 
of Stonehenge being explored by 
ladies and gentlemen in Elizabethan 
dress, while Gloucestershire contains 
an illustration of the single combat 
between Canute the 
Edmund _Ironsyde, 
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Dane and 
King of the 


or two may be said of 


for the 


English Saxons. Below this the 
battle of Tewkesbury is depicted. 
Herefordshire battle of 
Ludlow two fine 
figures of geographers (have these 
some reference to Richard Hakluyt’s 
family coming from Herefordshire ?) 
holding measuring instruments. The 
description of the county is also 
notable for an event in Speed’s own 
remembrance ‘when Marcley Hill 
in the East of this Shire rouzed it 
selfe out. of a dead sleepe, with a 
roaring removed from the 
place where it stood, and for three 
days together travelled from her 
first site, to the great amazement 
and feare of the beholders ... The 
ground thus travelled about 
twenty-six acres.” 

Of Somerset: ** Yet how delight- 
full so ever it is in the time of 
Sommer, with change of season it 
may well change her pleasing name, 
and borrow 


shows the 


and contains 


noise 


was 


some winterly de- 
nomination; so full of wet, so miry 
and moorish is it ; insomuch that the 
Inhabitants can hardly trave!l too 
and fro without their great encom- 
brance. Howbeit they passe over 
all this with patience, knowing their 
ensuing seasonable profits farre to 
exceed present detriments and dis- 
pleasures: for as it is foul, so it 1s 
fruitfuil, which makes them comfort 
themselves with this proverb, that 
What is worst for the Rider is best 
Abider.” Monmouth 
picture of King Henry V. 
Kent prospect of 
Rochester with ships sailing up the 
Thames; battle of 
Lewes; Surrey, the palaces of Rich- 
mond and Nonsuch; Berkshire, the 
walls of Windsor Castle: 
Middlesex. Westminster Abbey and 
old St. Paul’s. Essex has some 
Roman Suffolk fine “sup- 
for the ground pian of 
Norfolk is marked by the 
insurrection of Ket the Tanner, and 
Hertfordshire by several battles of 
the Wars of the Roses. The heraldry 
of Buckinghamshire is particularly 


has a 
shows a 


Susser, the 


long 


coins, 
porters” 
Ipswich. 
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fine. In short they are two admirable 
volumes, recommended as a really 
handsome present. 

ANTHONY POWELL 


Heaven and Herbert Common. Frank 
Tilsley. Hyre and Spottiswoode, 14/- 

Here is that rare, romantic thing— 

A novel about greengrocing. 

450 hard-packed, small-type pages 

Give you by smooth, revolving stages 

The story of two chaps who rise 

In jobs of Fruit and Veg. Supplies, 

One to a tottering success, 

T’other to so-called happiness. 

It waves the Love-Big-Business 

banner 
In Frankau’s Peter Jackson manner. 


In Heaven and Herbert Common you 

Can get a flitting bird’s-eye view 

Of London’s Covent Garden trade 

Between the wars .. . a cavalcade 

Of buying, selling, fiddles, chains 

Of shops, big losses, bigger gains, 

Share-pushing, and recurrent bouts 

Of love among the brussels sprouts. 

A vegetable love? No. More 

Like animal. The bedroom door 

Is open wide, and Venus hence 

Is well observed in every sense. 

And what with one thing and another 

It’s not a book to lend your mother. 

The hero may be Herbert C., 

But Jimmy Magnall seems to me 

To hold the author’s interest 

More avidly than all the rest. 

Jimmy’s a heel (that’s my view). 
Jimmy 

Is get-rich-quick; his watchword’s 
“Gimme!” 

His Promised Land’s not Milk and 
Honey, 

But Girls and Money (chiefly Money). 

Indeed, with girls his general test 

Is ‘“‘ Have they money to invest ?”’ 


Well, that’s the book, and that’s its 
gist, 
And that’s its brash protagonist ; 
And at the end he’s going for 
A soldier in his second war. 
R. A. U. 


Lady Eleanor Smith: A Memoir. 
Lord Birkenhead. Hutchinson, 15/- 
Lord Birkenhead’s memoir of his 
sister, who died at the age of forty- 
two, is written with wit and dis- 
tinction. It successfully avoids being 
an unreal panegyric, while at the same 
time dealing sympathetically with a 
person whose whims cannot always 
have been sympathetic. We are given 
a portrait of a young woman of 
immense egotism which seems event- 
ually to have consumed her. She 
possessed a kind of brilliant banality, 
which she expressed chiefly ia her 
novels of cireus and gipsy life. In 
her prejudices, the fantasies she in- 
vented about herself, and her capacity 
for practical affairs, we recognize a 
comparatively familiar type; though 
she went further than most. In- 
cidentally the book provides a 


charming picture of a certain level of 
*twenties life. 

In the background broods the 
figure of “F.E.” Among several 
enjoyable anecdotes, a lunatic and 
his keeper, one of whom had been at 
Wadham, called at Charlton, insisting 
on staying for lunch. On seeing these 
guests (whose identity was unknown) 
F. E.’s face took on an expression of 
martyrdom. There was a flood of 
surrealist conversation. Finally the 
madman remarked: ‘* Well, my Lord 
High Chancellor, not on the Woolsack 
now!” to which the First Earl of 
Birkenhead sternly replied: ‘That is 
an extraordinarily foolish observa- 
tion.” A. P. 


The Doctor and the Devils. 
Thomas. Dent, 10/6 

For sordid bestiality the Burke 
and Hare murders would be hard to 
parallel even to-day. Commissioned 
to write a film scenario on the subject 
Mr. Dylan Thomas has ignored the 
jargon of production directions and 
told his story in a mixture of brilliant 
description and sparse, first-rate 
dialogue. Reading it, one has the 
feeling of looking at a set of film 
“stills” with the hard surface gloss of 
such photographs: one’s imagination, 
worked on by the poet’s language, 
does the trick of running these shots 
together into the flow of a film. 

The script does not go below the 
surface of pritit—to do so must be the 
task of producer and actors. Whether 
or not they succeed in conveying the 
theme— the doctor’s belief that the 
ends of science justify even the means 
of murder—the written scenario 
stands on its own feet as a boldly 
successful experiment in a kind of 
chiaroscuro of great technical interest 
to any intelligent film-goer and all 
addicts of the thriller. B.C. 8. 


Dylan 


A Short History of Music. Alired 
Einstein. Cassell, 30/- 

A new and revitalized edition of 
a work long looked upon as one of the 
most notable achievements of a fine 
scholar, with profuse illustrations 
selected by A. Hyatt King. Dr. 
Einstein writes with unmistakable 
authority and objective judgment, in 
spite of his statement that Henry 
Purcell was “the last important 
creative force of a country which has 
since depended on foreign importa- 
tions ’’—an ill-considered verdict that 
would negate the work of British 
composers since Elgar. 

Intended mainly for the musician, 
the book is especially recommended 
to any whose thoughts of past glories 
go no farther back than Mozart, 
Haydn and Bach. Exactly half its 
pages are concerned with composers 
before the great Johann Sebastian, 
who, giant that he was, is properly 
shown as the inheritor of two streams 
of musical culture: one the polyphony 
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of the later Middle Ages with its 
ingenious intellectual contrivance, the 
other the more directly poetic and 
sensuous expression of an idea of the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries 
to which our own madrigalists sup- 
plied a powerful tributary, with their 
“robust, natural emotion, and cer. 
tainty in the handling of harmony 
and rhythm.” J.D. 


McCarthy: The Man, Senator, and 
“Ism.”? Jack Anderson and Ronald 
W. May. Gollancz, 18/- 

It is indeed as well that we should 
know something about this dreadful 
man. The reader on this side of the 
water cannot pass judgment on all 
the characters and episodes that fleet 
through these pages, nor can his 
attention be always easily main- 
tained. There is clearly an appalling 
similarity to the early career of 
Hitler in the early career of McCarthy, 
and we read the book not so much out 
of curiosity in the man as in the hope 
of assurance that there is no danger 
of his rising higher. One dare not be 
complacent, but it is hard not to feel 
that there is a native strength in 
American society which will prevent 
it from allowing itself to fall under 
such a master. 

The book tells us, in that charac- 
teristically American, unfootnoted, 
semi-fictional fashion, of the story of 
McCarthy’s early days, of his inordin- 
ate love cf power, of the unscrupu- 
lous means which he took to satisfy 
that love. As ominously as Hitler, he 
is a bachelor. But, after all, though 
the majority of people perhaps keep 
their love of power within bounds, the 
love of power and the unserupulous 
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pursuit of it are not wholly uncom- 
mon, There are many who yearn for 
power for one who attains it. 

What was the strange mesmeric 
power in McCarthy which has enabled 
him to succeed where others failed 
which has enabled him to capture the 
soul of what has hitherto been 
thought of as one of the most politi- 
cally-minded of the American States ? 
That is the question to which we 
wish to know the answer and to which 
this book gives no answer. Cc. WH. 


Looking at London. 
amd kK aye Webb 


London, one 


Ronald Searle 
News Chronicle, 5 
might think after 
five minutes in any of its bookshops, 
has been squeezed dry by the writer 
and the artist, to say nothing of the 
photographer. But this well-matched 
collaboration distils a new and 
draught of the capital’s 
and characters, steering 
clear of the routine sights and cele- 
brities without determinedly 
seeking the obscure bizarre. The text 
suggests a warm and lively affection 
for its bargees and cobblers, its street 
markets and barrel-organ pitches, 
and avoids the old journalistic trick 
of presenting real life as a surprisingly 
creditable imitation of fiction. Ronald 
Searle’s drawings perfectly 

complementary. J.B. B. 


refreshing 
character 


too 


are 


Living Time. 
Stuart, 25 


Maurice Nicoll. Vincent 

Every dimension presupposes 
another. There must be a plane for a 
line to lie in, a space for a plane to 
spread through. There is thus no 
difficulty in grasping the idea of a 
second dimension of time for time as 
we know it to pass in. 

Our time Mr. Nicoll calls “ passing 
time’; the other, “living time.” It 
is clear that in a where 
“passing time’’ was as free as space 
is in our world, everything would 
happen at onee, though in different 
parts of the system. Various writers 
have described what Mr. Nicoll takes 
to be glimpses of this state of affairs; 
the descriptions differ and are, not 
surprisingly, tenuous, but a charac- 
teristic of all of them is a feeling of 
the permanence of the individual, of 
independence of “passing time.” 
Only by understanding this perma- 
nence of things, says Mr. Nicoll, can 
man achieve a proper integration of 
his life. 

The author much 
philosophic and scientific 
writing in the light of his ideas and 
extracts a good deal of relevance 
from his widely-chosen sources. What 
he never does is to combine the 
philosophic with the scientific. A 
small aet of will provides enough 
sense of permanence to enable a man 
to follow Mr. Nicoll’s arguments; and 
contrariwise the scientific view of the 
four-dimensional continuum remains 


svstem 


CXAIINES 


Some 


as easy to grasp if all the philosophy 
is swept away. ‘The book never 
persuades the reader that there need 
be any connection. Bw. a. Y. 


Cecil Rhodes. 


7/6 


André Maurois. Collins, 
iven for a Frenchman M. André 
Maurois is uncommonly versatile. 
lor three decades he has gracefully, 
penetratingly and wittily interpreted 
ourselves—-Shelley and Byron, Dis 
raeli, King Edward VIL and for full 
measure Colonel Bramble—to our- 
selves. And now he seeks to lay bare 
yet another aspect of the British 
character embodied in that great 
Imperialist Cecil Rhodes, 
Unfortunately M. Maurois — is 
not as comfortable in the Kimberley 
mines and on the veldt as he was in 
the aristrocratic and slightly raffine 
atmosphere of Mayfair. Consequently 
he has only accomplished a com- 
petent and not an arresting portrait. 
But it is questionable whether such 
a colossus as Rhodes can be portrayed 
in 170 pages, and certainly his aston- 
ishing career— he was just forty-nine 
when he died —is excellently narrated 
in broad outline. What is missing is 
the spirit that inspired that career. 
Ariel-like it has eluded the grasp of 
its French would-be captor. 
i. F. D. M. 


Flagellant of Seville. 
Lehmann, 12/6 

In this exciting historical novel 

M. Morand shows us the Peninsular 

War from an unfamiliar angle. He 

reminds us that there were Spaniards 

of the middle class, revolted by the 


Paul Morand 





M. Sacua 
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pettifogging inertia of the Bourbons, 
who gladly received a ruler from the 
In 1808, when Don 
Madrid to offer his 
services to the apostles of freedom, 
he pres¢ ntly found himself forced into 
the position of police agent for King 
Joseph. When hostile armies ap- 
proached, the had to move 
quickly ; once a henchman of Marshal 
Pétain, M. Morand has this 
himself, and he describes the con- 
fusion with appalling vividness. 

In 1814 Don Luis was driven into 
exile, but in 1823 the very same 
French troops, now the army of His 
Most Christian Majesty, escorted him 
back to Seville. <A bitter, ironical 
book, by a writer who knows the feel 
of defeat and occupation; and also 
worth reading for its novel interpre- 
tation of English policy in the time of 
Napoleon. A. D. 


land of progress. 


Luis came to 


bureau 


seen 


AT THE PLAY 
Ecoutez Bien 


(WINTER GARDEN) 


Messieurs 
r) 


T is good to see M. SacHa CGuITRY 
again, and to be reminded of how 
much he can with how 

little expression. A knowledge of the 
world which one feels must rival that 
of Mr. Maugham is amply indicated 
by the raising of an eyebrow by not 
more than a few 
inch. 


€ xpress 


thousandths of an 
A complete commentary on 
human passion is embraced in a flick 
of the finger that would scarcely 
disturb a fly. It is never anything 
but a very superficial commentary, 
but judged as skating it is always 
extremely nimble and polished. A 
shrug of the shoulders is, so to speak, 
his strategic reserve, only to be flung 
into the battle at its 
moment. Out of all 


critical 
this artifice is 


most 


[Ecoutez Bien Messieurs 
CGAUITRY 
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distilled a simplicity which in its way 
is something memorable, but at the 
same time it would be even better to 
see M. Gurrry in a play which 
approximated roughly to a piece of 
theatre, and not in a trivial charade 
embellished with the little tricks for 
making stage and audience one large 
embarrassed family, of which we 
were growing weary thirty years ago. 

“Down with illusion!” M. 
GiuITRY seems to cry, supremely con- 
fident that his personality will float 
the thinnest bubble through an 
evening. It has always been a 
dangerous ultimatum. Heoutez Bien 
Messieurs moves so _ irresponsibly 
between illusion and reality that 
coloured lights are needed to give the 
audience its bearings. 

At the start a playwright foxed 
for a plot talks for twenty minutes 
about women and the theatre, sitting 
at his desk and reading from notes. 
The talk is quite amusing, but M. 
GuitTry’s method is that of a bored 
company chairman presenting a 
favourable report to his shareholders 
at the annual meeting. The play- 
wright’s mistress has left him, and in 
this suddenly he sees a plot which, of 
course, has been M. Guttry’s pro- 
perty for a long time. He promises to 
write his play in the intervals, and I 
am _ bound to say the subsequent acts 
bear a good many of the marks of 
this rather hasty origin. 

When it comes, the play is still 


the playwright talking, only it is 
harshly criticized—though not more 


harshly than it deserves—by his 


mistress from a box in the manner of 


the Crazy Gang. It includes a 
visit from her mother, whe is called 
Mrs. Tops and speaks Miss HEATHER 
THATCHER’s impeccable English and 
gives the playwright a chance to rest 
his throat, and a tittle scene in which 
he and his mistress trick each other 
into a brief anxiety from which they 
emerge with wedding bells being 
tuned up. 

For the technical interest of M. 
Guirry’s performance—and let no 
one be taken in by its air of casual- 
ness —one can almost forgive him the 
futility of his play. The knowledge 
that Mlle. LANA Marconi, who 
plays the mistress admirably, is his 
fifth wife is no doubt an added com- 
pensation, but again it is not enough. 
To me the only part that held any 
sort of human meaning was that 
of the elderly squirming servant, 
wonderfully played by Mlle. JEANNE 
Fusrer-Gir. 


Recommended 

A Damon Runyon fairy-tale on 
the New York underworld, Guys and 
Dolls (Coliseum) is in every way a 
musical on the top line. Venice 
Preserv'd (Lyric, Hammersmith) has 
been dazzlingly exhumed, and ends 


{The Beggar's Opera 


Captain Macheath—Sm Laurence Onivier 


July 11. The Year Itch 
(Aldwych) is an original and amusing 
American comedy about a slightly 
errant husband. 


Seven 


Eric KEOwN 


ry) AT THE PICTURES 


, The Beggar's Opera 
a Valley of Song 


T looks as if LAURENCE OLIViER’s 
singing voice will be exaggerated 
into as much of a distraction for 

the film of The Beggar's Opera 
(Director: Prrer Brook) as José 
Ferrer’s knees were, with not much 
less reason, for Moulin Rouge. Sir 
LAURENCE turns out to have a 
quite satisfactory, undistinguished 
but pleasant light voice—-some say 
tenor, some say baritone— perfectly 
adequate for what it has to do; now, 
that’s enough about that, let’s get on 
to points about the film that really 
have something to do with it. 

1 liked it: it is made with imagina- 
tion and a good deal of visual 
attractiveness, and it does many 
things that only the film can do. It 
would be too pretentious to suggest, 
as one might with a film of some more 
important classic, that it reveals 
hidden beauties or unsuspected 
depths, for few would claim that the 
original was more than a _ glorified 
squib or that it has any depths to be 
revealed. What the film does is to 
build with every kind of ingenuity 
and skill on a foundation best known 
for the ingenuity and skill with which 
it was presented (to quite different 
effect) on the stage of the Lyric, 
Hammersmith, in the 
twenties. 
some diversity, mingling fantasy or 
nonsense of the comic-opera kind 


nineteen- 
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baal 


This is an entertainment of 


with touches of eighteenth-century 
detail made as picturesquely squalid 
as possible (one eye on Hogarth). 

Sir Laurence rides, ambles, 
strides and leaps through it, now 
diving from windows or swinging 
from ropes in the Tarzan-Fairbanks 
manner, now murmuring a love-song, 
now appearing as a speck of pillar- 
box red in the corner of some spacious 
landscape. He and STaniey Hoi.o- 
WAY (Lockit) sing in their own voices ; 
other principals’ songs are provided 
by singers off-screen, an arrangement 
that works quite happily. Certain 
sequences that combine singing with 
complicated interweaving movements 
up and down stairs and so forth seem 
notably well handled; and above all, 
the colour and design are always 
worth looking at. People with the 
idea that the Nigel Playfair pro- 
duction was the one true form for T'he 
Beggar's Opera may be disconcerted, 
but I don’t see why the film should 
not be enjoyed by anyone willing to 
accept it on its merits. 


Valley of Song (Director: GILBERT 
GUNN) is a very simple, friendly, 
naive picture about Wales, adapted 
from CLIFF GoRDON’s radio play 
Choir Practice. 1t will probably have 
most success with country audiences, 
which are so often ready to take the 
will for the deed in the matter of any- 
thing meant to amuse, but there is 
plenty to please anyone not too 
exacting. The dramatic basis is a 
village squabble arising from the new 
choirmaster’s choice of a different 
contralto (in place of the one who has 
been good enough for the last twelve 
years) for the annual production of 
Messiah. One of the rivals has a 
daughter, the other a son; that way 
comes reconciliation, Pleasant Welsh 





scenes, simple fun, good singing 
(provided by the London Welsh 
Association Choral Society), and com- 
petent acting by a large cast studded 
with Welsh names. 
* * * 
Survey 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch reviews) 
In London, 


and generally re- 
leased is 


well, are two feature-film 
records of ‘the Coronation—two, that 
is, with titles of their own and 
specially-written commentaries and 
encrustations of  extra-Coronation 
detail. (If you go to something merely 
announced as ‘The Coronation Film! 
In Full Colour!” you will probably 
find a newsreel.) Elizabeth is Queen, 
produced by Howarp THomas, has 
words by doHN PUDNEY spoken by 
Leo GENN, is in WarnerColor, runs 
for about an hour, and is padded with 
pictures of the Queen’s youth and 
with Royal portraits; A Queen is 
Crowned, produced by CasTLETON 
KNIGHT, is Technicolor and runs 
for ninety minutes, with words by 
CHRISTOPHER Fry spoken by 
LAURENCE OLivier, This shows very 
much more of the procession and pads 
only with art-calendar views of This 
England. Both do the 
well. 

Of the other 
sheer 


Abbey SCeCTICS 


films —for 
would — pick 


London 
enjoyment I 
(10/6/53). 
Other releases include two first -rate 
suspense stories which it may be 
possible to find in the same pro- 
gramme : Bomb (11/2/53) and 


Jeopardy. Ricwarp MALLerT 


Oe AT THE OPERA 
iM NTT a 
Alceste (ELYNDEBOURNE) 


Cenevieve 


Time 


I" was in the preface he wrote to 


tleeste that Giuck laid down his 
code for the reform of the opera; 
and the first and most vital principle 


he announced was that the claims of 
the music must take second place to 
the claims of poetry and drama. He 
did not choose a very appropriate 
book for the opera which should go 
into the world to proclaim his reform- 
ation, for CauzaBicr, his librettist, 
deprived Euripides’s story, of a wife 
who volunteers to die to save her 
doomed husband, of 
the drama it contains. 


In particular 
he removed the 


unhappy ending, 
replacing it with a deus ex machina 
and a chorus of rejoicing, which may 
have been to the taste of eighteenth- 
century Paris but hardly add to the 
impact of the story; a Greek tragedy 
without its tragic conclusion is rather 
like a race without a winning-post. 

What results is a shifting land- 
scape of moods, and only in the last 
act does the action develop and situa- 
tions fall as thick as autumn leaves 
in Spitzbergen. GLuck’s music for 
this is always graceful, and probably 
underlined the emotions 
eighteenth-century 
does for us. 


more for 
listeners than it 


When all is so formal and statu- 
esque, it is clear that the only virtuoso 
who is going to get a real dividend 
out of the opera is the producer, 
and certainly in the Glyndebourne 
production CarRL Esert is the hero 
of the evening. To hold a visual 
interest so unceasingly when so little 
of drama is taking place either in the 
plot or in the music is a notable 
achievement; and Herr EsBeErt's 
limpid and deliberate tableaux keep 
the eye firmly attracted to the stage 
when a lesser producer might have 
been excused for letting it wander 
round the auditorium to see where 
they had put the extra seating. 

He is greatly helped by the sets 
designed by Sir Huan Casson 
bleak granite walls of apparently 
infinite height, at the base of which 


a good deal of 
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From Punch, June 18, 1853 


ACADEMICAL PORTRAITS. No. 11 


I rumws, Cuaxces, you spend too 
much money in dreas Surely 
rou did not want three new 
waistcoats and three pairs of 
trousers suppose 
youowe ah yy a bill already 
or want to keep on good terms 
with bim. I observe there is 
a great deal of ndiculous ex 
travagance here of this kind 
Not that the wen dress too 
well—far from it, but they 
throw away so much money 
from bad judgment and bad 
taste. I am not going to 


good reason among 

that you wouldn't 

listen to it There is a bowily, 

a mar, on “ Excess in Ap- 

i,” which is sure to be 

\ Ee if you ri any fancy 

‘or that sort of literature— 

wish you to see w 

the 3 you youngsters om 

mit m your search alter cle- 
gance and fashic 

college. He is the very type dy 


Now look at Pzacocx of your 
He pays exclusive attention to the subject, 


Uowersity dandy 








mortals take their proper place as the 
puny playthings of gods. The grim 
walls of Hades in the last scene could 
not have been bettered; within such 
a structure only the damned could 
possibly exist, the damned or some 
government Board, and the hollow 
fanfare that precedes the summons 
of Thanatos was exactly the kind of 
eerie that must 
of such a monstrous pile. 

MaGpa LASZLo sang the part of 
Alceste in a true, steely voice of 
great if rather cold splendour. She is, 
moreover, a talented actress 
than is usually found on the operatic 
stage, and it was a pity that she could 
not take the final hurdle and enun- 
ciate her words so that more than 
twenty per cent of them could be 
made out. RicHARD LEWIS 
Adméte with understanding 
fine ringing tone. 
orchestra pit 
forces 


noise come out 


more 


sany 
and a 
Virrorio Gutin the 
secured from all his 
a performance well worthy of 
the Glyndebourne tradition. 

B. A. YounNG 


RoAb TRANS PoR> 
HAULAGE 


bebe At 
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Every year hundreds of young 
men begin their working lives in 
engineering with the “ENGLISH 
ELectTRIc’ organization. They 
include the sons of men who from 
their own service with *‘ ENGLISH 
ELECTRIC’ know the great oppor- 
tunities it offers. They may aim 
to become skilled craftsmen, 
designers, draughtsmen, research 
specialists, production engineers, 
or technical managers. They will 
receive a training that is unsur- 
passed anywhere in the world. 





Apprentices in one of the technical colleges 
where their * ENGuIsH ELECTRIC’ training is 
supplemented. 


bring 


The spirit of the organization is 
summed up in the words of its 
Chairman, Sir George H. Nelson: 


**The whole picture of our industrial 
activity is a romance with a human 
background, by which those people 
who serve the Company and spend 
a great deal of their working life at 
business have every consideration 
and are provided with the best con- 
ditions that are economically possible 
bringing the greatest benefit to our 
customers, our Company and our 
country, as well as to the employees 
themselves’’. 





An ‘ENGLISH ELECTRIC’ Apprentices’ Hoste! 
at Dunchurch Lodge, Rugby 


better 


The ENGLISH ELECTRIC Company Limited, Queens House, Kingsway, London, W.C.2 





The f 


masculine support 


irst and finest 


fOr F 


FRONT A \ 


underwtar 


underwear 


6/6 per carment 


in ever increasing = and from 
most G 
This origi fin t ble mascu support nate in Gt. Britain excicsively by 


LYLE AND ‘scorr LTD OF HAWICK SCOTLAND & IDEAL HOUSE ARGYLL STREET LONDON W! 


This man is well dressed 


—-HES COOL 
and comfortable 


«+ he’s wearing a‘Steegan’ 
lightweight jacket 


- immaculately tailored from 

a cool ‘Moygashel’ pure linen fabric 
and, with such quality of style and 

finish, he wears it confidently 

for business as well as for sports and 

; leisure occasions. You'll find your 
Size among the wide range of fittings. 
Chests 34°42” about £6.5.0 also 

available in a ‘Moygashel’ rayon 

fabric, about £4.15.0. Larger sizes 

4 slightly more. We can give you the 
name of your nearest stock ist if 

j your usual outfitter is 
5 unable to supply you. 
j 


=e — aera 
| 


ai Duey ane 


7 REGO 


STEEGAN LIMITED 
7» 


222 Regent Sireet, Londan, WA 
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First comes discovery —!ater, perfes 


The 


smoked, 


tion! 
tobacco which Sir Walter Raleigh first 
in 1586 at the 
Three Nuns. 


to find peace and solace in Three Nuns’ perfect 


Court of Queen Elizabeth, w 


Ihe smoker of 1892 was the first 


blend. And now, in this new Elizabethan evra 


(long may it prosper! 


every man who draws on his 


peaceful pipeful of Three Nuns knows 


the finest philosophical sm« 


king there is. 


Three Nuns 


ORIGINAL BLEND - 


EMPIRE BLEND 


Stephen Mitchell & Son, Glasgow, Branch of The Imperial Tobacco Co. (of Great Britain & treland), Led 


MR. REMINGTON SAYS :- 


Avi 


On 


Ihere is not much change out of a ten 
shilling note when you have to replenish 
those expendable items in the ordinary 
shaving kit. Witha Remington Contour 6 
Electric Shaver you simply 
life-time of smooth, effortless shaving 
No lather, no blades, no time-wasting, 
no bother. That’s why 8,000,000 men 
use Remington Shaver Ask 
for a demonstration of 
Contour 6 today. 


Insist on a 


REMINGTON 
Contour 6 


ELECTRIC SHAVER 
AND MAKE SHAVING A PLEASURE 


Remington Rand Ltd 
(Dealer Wholesale Division) 1-19 New Oxford St. W.C 


switch toa 


your ck ale 
the famous 
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The Strangest 


MUSSOLINI 


Mussolini in his heyday bluffed all Europe. 
But he ended his life face to face with 
dreadful reality. 

They found a man wearing the uniform 
of a German soldier, crouched in the 
driver’s cabin of a lorry making its way 
to the Swiss frontier. They shook him, 
and he looked up. “It’s him!” they cried. 
It was Mussolini. 

In a car behind, travelling under false 
papers, was the woman who had _ been 
faithful to him for ten years, Claretta 
Petacci. Their own countrymen executed 


Story of All! 


CLARETTA PETACCI 


THE LAST HOURS 
OF MU 


SOLINI 


them together within a few hours, but she 
brought to the close of Mussolini’s ignoble 
life a pathos reminiscent of some ancient 
drama: the last hours of the fallen tyrant 
and his favourite might, indeed, be a chapter 
torn from the pages of Plutarch. 

Now there comes from Italy a document, 
by the distinguished author, Paolo Monelli, 
which throws a startling new light on their 
end. This minute-by-minute narrative con- 
veys unforgettably one of the most macabre 
scenes of our day. THE SUNDAY TIMES has 
secured exclusive serial rights in this story. 


Begins Fune 21 in the 


SUNDAY TIMES 


Order your copy today and make certain 
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He'd like a BARLING | 
on Father’s Day 
JUNE 20th 








A good 
new pipe is 
somcthing he’s 
been wanting for 
months, maybe years, 
So give him a Barling 
“Guinea Grain”. The 
Barling design flat mouthpiece is for 
comfort; the mellow Briar bowl is 
for years of cool, sweet smoking. 


Also available in 
Standard and Sandbliast Series | 


Barli 


CONDON 18 1812 


PIPEMAKERS IN LONDON SINCE 1812 





An English 


oxuswam 






~, | 
N HIS, 
LIFE. 
AND 
YOURS. 


depend upon first-class equipment 

which costs money. You can help the 
lifeboatman to keep up his great 
tradition of service. Send your con- 


ROYAL NATIONAL 
LIFE-BOAT INSTITUTION 
42, GROSVENOR GARDENS, LONDON, 8.W.1 


Treasurer 
His Grace The Duke of Northumberland 


Secretary: 
Col. A. D. Burnett Brown, M.C., T.D., M.A. 





Plhncatachellums 


GENUINE MADRAS 


CURRY POWDER 


Peacock Brand 
FROM All GOOD GROCERS AND STORES 


SANGRAL hia you 
WONDERFUL VEGETABLES 
and FLOWERS because... 


The fertility of the soil depends entirely on 
organic Nitrogen. It is obvious, therefore, 
that your soil must contain this ingredient 
Sangral is a soluble product, in which organic 
Nitrogen is completely available. Except for 
aamall percentage of unavoidable moisture it 
is wholly plant food im the most valuable 
form known 

Sangral is a perfectly balanced fertilizer. It 
co tains Phosphate to help root growth, for 








flowering, for maturing of fruit, and for 
flavour Potash for health and foliage, 
sturdiness of growth, and resistance to 


disease All in a state which allows the 

plant to feed on them immediately tt is 

apphed as Sangral Liquid Manure 
Ten-day Fertilizer 

8d. packets, 2/6, 5/- and 12/6 cartons 

Sold by lTronmongers, Seedsmen, Chemists, 

Timothy Whites & Taylors, Woolworths, and 


Departmental Stores. 


GET IT TODAY! 


| 
} 
| 
tribution, however small, to | 








euPrviaene ar 


APPOINTMENT COGNAC BRANDY 





TO THE LATE KiNG George v 


COGNAC 








A Rare Compliment to your Palate 


BISQU 





IT DUBOUCHE & CO COGNAC | 














drought 
on 
tap.. 


Unwanted moisture — in 





the air, in 


b 


process gases, in materials — slows pro- 


duction, upsets controls, increases 


| maintenance. It can be removed by 
Birlec Lectrodryers* which enable you 
to 


‘switch on drought’’—dewpoints 


of minus 60°C or lower, relative humidi- 
ties down to 10% —when and where *LECTRODRYERS 
you need it. Standardised types, for pres- dry most gases and 
sures up to 4,000 p.s.i. flows up to 1,500 some organic liquids by 
c.f.m. are described in publication 80P. adsorption, without ex pend- 


able or corrosive chemicals, 


a 


BIRMINGHAM 


wearing parts or fuss. 






DIVISION OF 


BIRLEC LTD 


ORYVER 








| 


TYBURN ROAD 


24 | 

















pla 


_ SPACE SAVING : MONEY SAVING BI 7 atyy+ Ye) 







TUBULAR 
NESTING FURNITURE 


For Balls, Schools, Can- 
teens, Churches, Rest 
Rooms and the home 

the Tubular Nesting 
Chair, low-priced and 
adaptable. See how they 
nest one into another for 
compact Un- 
equalled for comfort and 
Easy to lift and carry. Strong and 
sturdy, these chairs offer a lifetime's useful service 


storage. 






smartness. 


REDRO LTD GROVEHILL BEVERLEY 


YORKSHIRE 
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THE KEY TOSMARTER 
APPEARANCE 


TABARD 


SHIA TS 


v 


* GENEROUSLY TAILORED 
* SHRUNK FINISH 


GUARANTEED BY 
R. EDGAR HALLETT 
AND CO. LTD. 


MANCHESTER. NORTHWICH & 
CONGLETON. Established 1893 





’ 
URL 
we TIVHXNVA 
oO 
Bd 
t 





AUTOCAR. 
can assist you 


with a complete ELECTRICAL 
AND CARBURETTOR SERVICE 
for all makes of British and 
American Cars and Trucks. 


GENUINE SPARES IN STOCK 


ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENTC®Lte 





ALBERT EMBANKMENT, LONDON, S.E.11 
RELIANCE 386! (5 lines) 





\. 








HILL THOMSON & CO.LTD. 





EDINBURGH Est. 1793 


By appointment 
Wine and Spirit Merchants 
to the late King George Vi 
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Essolube gives you the best quality, the best engine-protection and the best 
value for money. Your motor manufacturer approves it and wiser drivers 


insist on it. Change now to Summer Grade and prove for yourself that 
Essolube is “‘ The Top Quality Motor Oil”’. 


ESSO PETROLEUM COMPANY, 





H fei 
4 j 
ff 


She’s bathing her grandson and 
cleaning her teeth 


Or rather, Steradent is oxygen- 
cleaning her dentures for her. Like 
all fastidious denture wearers, she 
knows the importance of cieaning 
them every day with something made 
for the purpose. 


She knows that the simplest, most 
effective way of cleaning her dentures 
is to steep them for 20 minutes daily 
in half a tumbler of water which 
contains Steradent. Without taking 


up her own time, Steradent does the 
job by blending the actions of alkali 
and purifying oxygen. Safely and 
surely, it removes mucus and stains, 
disinfects the dentures in every 
crevice, leaves them so fresh the 
tongue feels how clean they are. 


You'll find, too, that it is actually 
an economy to use Steradent — see 
how the 2/5d. flask lasts you! Also 
1/4d. size. 


Leave the job to Steradent 
—specialy made to clean dentures 





| 


LIMITED, 36 QUEEN ANNE'S GATE, LONDON, 58.W.! 


Doubly distinguished, in appearance 
and performance, Avia sets a new stan- 
dard of excellence in low priced elegance 
and accuracy. Jn gold, stainless steel 
or Orium— the new untarnishable 
finish that looks like gold itself. 
15-jewel lever movements. Individual , 
presentation cases. 12-month 
written guarantee. Atallleading fig 
jewellers.  ppicas trom £6-14-0 fe 

LADY'S MODEL 
Stainless Steel & Chromium 


£8-7-6 in Orium 89-00 


GENT’'S MODEL 
Stainless Steel& Chramiuen 
Waterproof & dustproo, 





£9-10-0 


Sole Agents for the U.K, 
AVIA DISTRIBUTORS 
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HELPFUL HINTS No. 4 








In case you ever 
have it dyed 
make sure there 
are generous 
seams and 
linings (/ 





remember — 


ACHILLE SERRE 
for EXTRA CARE 
Cally Ueaniingant Doeing 


jd RETEX 
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Any RHOT: Champion ‘ 


HEAT-INSULATED TEA SERVICE 


* with the 
BUILT-IN LID 


This distinctive new Tea Service 
has all the well-known EVER- 
HOT features : 
% Patented built-in lid (ex- 
clusive to Ever-Hot). 
*% Mirror-bright chromium- 
plated covers. 
* Heat-insulating felt lining 
%*% Best quality earthenware. 
From all good stores, jewellers 
etc. 


Made by PERRY BEVAN & CO 











_ To BIRMINGHAM 6 












** Just as delicious as ever 


— I'm glad it’s only 


FRESH FRUIT JAM 


NO ARTIFICIAL COLOURING 
ADDED PRESERVATIVE 





. 


Made from 
FRESH FRUIT & SUGAR 







Made by the makers of 


“NELL GWYN” 
MARMALADE 














say- 
Robinson's 


ORANGE 
OR LEMON 













, 7 
the name that’s changed 


_HARDENS TEA 


Harden's Green Label Tea 1/4 peri ib @ Harden's China & Empire Blend 1/5 per } Ib 
Harden's Darjeeling Tea 1/7 per { ib @ Harden's Pure China Tea 2/2 per { Ib 


* Formerly known as the famous pocror Tea 


| and still blended by Harden Bros, & Lindsay Ltd., 121 Cannon Street, E.C.4. | SRS 0203m aGa" mee \teguy WED) 








MILWARDS Fishing 
Tackle Catalogue 


will be sent to you on request 


























Le from Milwards Fishing Tackle Ltd. 
7/8 Bury Street, St. James's, London, 
(Telephone : Whitehall 9886/7) S.W.1 


Milwards 


+ @ name to angle with #/ 








| Speed the Stythe/ 


if you have not seen the ane 
ALLEN at work you will 4. i 
| find it difficult to credit 

| the speed and ease with 


which it clears grass 
| and scrub over the 


} most difficult Numerous attach- 
ments make the 
ALLEN available for a wide 
range of tasks 

Please write for folder 


the world ° Hinest 
DEPT. F Fnotov Stuthe 


| "JOHN ALLEN & SONS (oxFoRD) LTD. 






country. 








COWLEY OXFORD 


Tel, 77155/6/? 
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Father was like a bear with a sore head This couple has a single mind—when it comes to carpets! 
‘ They're agreed on BMK. BM K carpets take life’s knocks 
when he found we’d eaten all the | 


in their stride. Every BM K is made from the tough, springy 
wool of the Scotch Blackfaced sheep. This wool is blended 
| with other selected strains, and 24 
~ONK & GLASS Custard | is woven on modern looms by ry te 
Kilmarnock craftsmen. The result 
| —lively, luxurious carpets and Nig 
| : ae 
rugs that never seem to lose their 
: . <7 youthful bounce! So insist on see- 
. Once you start tucking 3 ing that BMK label! 
into the Monk & Glass i! \ ot 8 Mothproof for-ever! All BMK 
custard it’s very hard to a | carpets and rugs are made per- — 
stop. It’s so creamy, so ss manently mothproof. Even dry- mothproof 
; ‘ ; cleaning, washing and wear-and- 
tempting, so luscious to the RS = ie tearwon'taffectthemothproofing, CARPETS & RUGS 
taste. Be sure you make #7 , 
enough for second helps ! > Be BLACKWOOD MORTON KILMARNOCK 








meaner 


Art Dessert 


| THE WORLD’S FINEST SALTED NUTS 
. like Kunzle Cakes —a compliment to Good Taste 


CASHEW NUTS - PEANUTS - ALMONDS - HAZEL NUTS AND MIXED NUTS 
| H.S WHITESIDE & COMPANY LIMITED, LONDON S.E.5 





C. KUNZLE LTD., BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND 








BRITISH ™\, SEAGULL 
‘The best Outboard Motor im the World” 


THE BRITISH SEAGULL CO. LTD., POOLE, DORSET. 


Would you believe it? 


PEOPLE| 


Telephone: POOLE 818 


LOOK AT 
IT THIS 


-_° 
NOW 
COMING 
BACK! 


1lb and Fashioned 
‘alb tins g Sambugs [ 
ned } is ey 


CAN BE 
CRUEL 


tie wer) 


Old 


, } Old tash 
LIKE | Humbug 


s and 





PARKINSON & SON DONCASTER LIMITED 


THIS ! 





a, <- 
ia’ Lk + 


WE ARE LIVING in an era of violence in which 
animals, being defenceless and unable to bear | 
witness, are too frequently the bewildered 
victims, The pet you cherish is lucky A 
twist of circumstance might have put your | 
dog er cat at the mercy of motiveless brutality. | 
It is the aim of the RSPCA to protect the 
animals which are unloved But cruelty by 
ignorance is equally common. ‘To combat it 
the Society undertakes the task of teaching 
owners to care intelligently for their pets, to 
feed them wisely, to assure their comfort and 
happiness. If you love animals please help to 
these campaigns by sending a 


LONDON 


Binoculars are an expensive item at name for binoculars everywhere. 


maintain 


donation or keeping an RSPCA collection box 
Please write to:— The Chief Secretary, 
(Dept. P), RSPCA, 105, Jermyn Street 
London, S.W.1 


Remember the 


the best of times; consequently they 
should be selected with the greatest 
care. Naturally, there are different 
types for different activities and 
you will know best’ which suits 
you, just as you know they must 
be made by Ross—the household 


The Steptron binocular illustrated 
is an excellent general purpose type 
of eight magnifications having 
coated lenses and large object 
glasses to give maximum brilliance 
in dull weather. Price, including 
tax on leather case £32.0.11 


you'll post 
your films 


Will R. Rose 


23 BRIDGE STREET ROW, CHESTER 
133,134 HIGH STREET, OXFORD 
25 THE PROMENADE, CHELTENHAM 


-on Acid Indigestion) 


SO QUICK 10 relieve acidity 
FO PLEASANT to taste 
Si @) HANDY for pocket or bag 


*MILK or MAGNESIA’ 
TABLETS 


30 Tablets 1/4} . 75 Tablets 2/9 e 


ROSS ENSIGN LTD LONDON, E.17 


Distributors of Ensign cameras, Ross lenses and binoculars 


—— 





RSPCA 
y 





INTERES?P INCREASED 


2%. 

4/, 
TAX PAID BY SOCIETY 
No expenses on investment or withdrawal 


Deposits received from individuals at 
24% Society paying income tax. 














Write for full particulars 


BUILDING SOCIETY 
22 NEW ROAD: GRAYS * ESSEX 
Branch Offices: 31 LINTON ROAD BARKING ESSEX 


& 4 WHEELER GATE NOTTINGHAM (Mr.C.O. Day) 
7 Assets: €2,000,000 Reserves : €68,000 





GRAYS 


€STD. 1880 





(BEGD.) 














150 Tablets 4/9 











A PROVEN PRODUCT OF THE CHAS. H. PHILLIPS CHEMICAL CO., LTD. 
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eM, 
Me 


<GREEN> 


) 


Active Chlorophyll 
Kolynos is a 


smiling success... 


What a ‘fresh-feel’ your mouth 
has after using green Kolynos! 
That’s active Chlorophyll! That 
freshness tells you your teeth and 
every part of your mouth are per- 
fectly clean... 
pleasanter all day long. Choose 
green Kolynos with Chlorophyll 


sweet... so much 


for four-fold mouth-care :— 

(1) It keeps your breath fresh. 
(2) It fights off gum troubles. 
(3) It checks teeth-destroying 


bacilli. (4) It cleans teeth whiter ! 


"FOR CHLOROPHYLL FRESHNESS— 





GREEN 


PRICE 1/10d 


Jolymos ~ 





floors, silent in use. 


to stack, light to move about. 


R.P6 
Canvas 





PEL 


for all halls and institutes. 


“IT’S 
A LOVELY 


IDEA, VICAR, 


and really 
space saving !’’ 


NESTING CHAIRS are ideal 
Won't damage 
Easy to clean, simple 


Frames are 


rustproof, stay smartfor ages, replacement 


parts always available. Write for 


leaflet illustrating full range. 


EVERY HALL 
NEEDS 


PEL 


NESTING CHAIRS 








MADE BY fej) PEL LTD - OLDBURY - BIRMINGHAM. 4 (7) company 
= 


LONDON SHOWROOMS : 
50, WELLINGTON STREET, C.2. 


GLASGOW OFFICE : 


15, HENRIETTA PLACE, W.1. 
BATH OFFICE: 7, NORTH PARADE, BATH 
Tew/vn103 


Girl with 


a gimmick 


Flashing her prettiest smile is charming 
Ann Porritt, of Guildford. There’s a 
success secret what New Yorkers call 
a ‘gimmick’— behind that smile. Ann 
was one of the first people to entrust 
the daily care of her iecth to a new 
and different kind of toothbrush — the 
Wisdom Flextron. It’s as lively as bristle, 


| long-lasting as nylon! 


DUAL PERSONALITY 


| Wisdom Flextron tufts give the new 
| Wisdom toothbrush a dual personality. 


Like nylon, they last, they can’t break, 
won't go soggy. But they have, too, all 
the liveliness of the most expensive 


| bristle! 





Wisdom Flextroa 
tufts, lively as bristle. 
long-lasting 

as nylen 


Wisdom 
Flextron 
tults can't 
break, wont 


Wisdom's 
‘correct- 
shape’ handle, 
approved by 
most dentists 


Smart 
V-pack 


How's your toothbrush ? 
Is it getting tattered? Perhaps a 
bit dog-eared? Look at it tonight 
and buy a new Wisdom Flextron 
tomorrow. It’s the biggest advance 
in toothbrushes since nylon was 
invented ! In three textures: Med- | 
ium, Hard and Extra Hard. 2/3d. | 

&£900. 


isadom 


| 
| 
WITH | 


TUFTS 








Flextron | 











Made by Addis Ltd., of Hertford, who made the world’s first toothbrush in 1780 


MORE 


AND MORE 


WOMEN now use Harpic 


daily — after all, the lavatory is used every day. 
Get the Harpic habit! Sprinkle Harpic down the 


lavatory last thing every night. 


Flush the bow! 


next morning. That’s all. 

Harpic is specially made for the lavatory. \t 
doesn’t just whiten the bowl — it disinfects and 
deodorizes, too. Result —a gleaming white and 





sanitary-clean bowl! That’s why 5 out of 10 
housewives use Harpic! 


No brush can reach round the hidden 
S-bend where germs may breed. But 
Harpic can—it deep-cleans ! 


 HARPIC —SPECIALLY 
MADE FOR THE 
LAVATORY 


Perfumed or non-perfumed 


A little Harpic every night keeps your lavatory clean and bright 


Reckitt aad © , a3 


olman Lid 





9 
AIR MILES 
Australian 


ospitality 


Qantas air networks link 

many of the world’s major 

centres of trade and travel. There 

are over 60,000 miles of Qantas routes link- 

ing 21 countries on four continents with regular first-class services. The Kangaroo 
service (in parallel with B.O.A.C.) from London to Sydney provides alternative 
routes across Europe, the Mediterranean and India. Only by Qantas can you fly 
the direct Wallaby route—Johannesburg to Sydney—and other exclusive services 
from Sydney to Hong Kong, Manila, Tokyo, New Guinea, Pacific Islands and 
(with TEAL) to New Zealand. All the way on Qantas routes you enjoy impec- 
cable service and warm Australian hospitality. Over 32 years’ flying experience ! 


QANTAS 
AUSTRALIA'S \ INTERNATIONAL AIRLINE 


Qantas Empire Airways Ltd. in association 
with British Overseas Airways Corporation and Tasman Empire Airways Ltd. 
Passenger Enquiries: 69 Piccadilly: W1 Mayfair 9200 


HIGHER MILEAGE 


Avon’s thicker and 
deeper tread gives 
many thousands of 
extra miles. 





GREATER GRIP 
The wider Avon tread 
gives more road con- 
tact and extra ‘bite’. 











Tournaments toda 





the New Elizabethans 


BETTER BRAKING 
crown their enjoyment with Cotes atin tome 


and multiple slots give 


The THREE CASTLES’ W@Rqi; = 





- Ggarelles 20 for 3/IId. > 


wW. D. ah . 0. Wills, Brench ¢ of The imperial Tobaecce Ce. (of Great Britain & “‘Wreland), Lew. T1267" 








Punch, June 17 1953 


Toss 


NA 
Ans OE 


The verdict of the thousands of motorists 
wko have already fitted AVON H.M. 


tyres is unanimous—they have proved 


and acclaimed higher mileage to be an 
absolute fact which saves pounds every 
year. You, too, should enjoy this saving. 
Lower the cost of your motoring. Fit 
AVON H.M. all round and enjoy the real 
economy of this remarkable higher 
mileage tyre. Write for the fascinating 
illustrated folder “The Story Behind the 
Greatest Development in Car Tyre 
Construction”, sent free on request to 
The Avon India Rubber Co. Ltd., 
Melksham, Wilts. 





Picture 


yourself 


MAKE MOTORING " 


Jantzen 


INCORPORATING 


THE MIRACLE 
ELASTIC YARN 


‘Lastex"’ is the Registered Trade Mark of Lastex Yarn & Lactron Thread Ltd., Leicester 


THE ANTI-FADE 
BRAKE LININGS 


As any good brake drum will tell you, there are times when things get 

pretty hot. 300° centigrade hot! So, as you can well imagine, a brake 

lining which continues to be pressed against a drum throbbing with | 

such vicious heat will sometimes fade or lose efficiency. Ferodo ? 

Limited with their enthusiasm for research and testing by scientists Superior quality ets 

and specially trained technical staff, produce anti-fade brake linings . 

that will give you safer, smoother, more efficient braking for present Perfect blending + hes 

day, hectic motoring. Your guarantee that genuine Ferodo anti-fade 

linings have been fitted is the orange and black label which the garage | Real value... make 
will attach to your steering wheel 


after a re-line. | BULMER’S the 


How are your brakes? Could you stop 


suddenly in an emergency? Why not most popular 


have them checked at your local garage 


displaying this sign. cider of all. 


When a re-line is necessary —insist on 


FERODO 


BRAKE LININGS 


FERODO LIMITED - CHAPEL-EN -LE-FAalTH } 
4 Member of the Turner & Newall Organisation ‘ H.P. BULMER &€ CO. LV O.é HEREFORD 
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Britain’s first 


sa-d-UO eg: u-t-p-p-e-d 


fork lift truck 























By equipping their Coventry Climax 
Fork Truck fleet with two-way 
radio sets Messrs. Davey Paxman 
and Co. Ltd., of Colchester have 
capitalised the supreme asset of 
fork truck efficiency . . . the 
ability to go anywhere at a word 
of command under their own 
power and bring to bear upon 

the widest range of handling 
headaches their ability to lift, 
transport and stack goods 


of almost any kind. 


Pioneers of the small Giese) fork lift truck 


COVENTRY CLiMAX ENGINES LTD. (DEPT. A) COVENTRY, ENGLAND 
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